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ALFRED TBNNYSOH, ESQUIEB, 
||o«i Saat«at«, 

THIS THIBD VOLUME OF 

"GOI.LEeiS BHYUES" 

IS, BT FERMIS3I0N, DBDIflATBD 

BY HIS OBBDIBNT SBBTART, 
THE BOITOB. 



-f^y 758710 ^. , 



A 6^UK, iritlL fuller swell and bolder tone, 
■'^ Onr tarp awakes ; for luaiiy a varying strain 
Of solemn moBii^, high heroic deeds, 
And joyoofl mirth, its bards have breathed, and those 
Who yet shall dare an eagle-flight of spng, 
Have tried their pinions, and the stream that soon 
Shall be a river, on its joyful coaTse 
Enriching all the wide domain of mind, 
Has into daylight flashed, a yonth&l rill. 
8till may that flight be ttpward, stdll more bright. 
Hots dear and wider be that onward stream ; 
Upon the waters of deep earnest thought 
Break {Reaming ripples of a faney gay, 
And nobler, sweeter be each burst of song. 
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' Tbe bloMom of the i^ring tnBu."^Tmayifyi. 



THE HOUSE UPON THE HILL; 
I. 

TITY ttoughta are like a.peimaiit 
'"-*■ That floats on an adverse wind. 
And as the bark toils onwards 

Stteams lingeringty behind ; 
For though I am hurried BouthwanJ, 

They axe ever turning still 
To the banks of Denventwater 

And'the House iqion the fiill, 

TOL. III. 
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2 THE BOUSE TJFOIT THE HILI- 

II. 

A pleasant ramble by the lake, 

And, may be, half a ecbre 
Of oasiial greetings, Btoleu looks, 

A hundred lese or roore. 
And three short visits, — these aweet bonds 

By more dian magic skill 
Detain my heart a prisoner 

In the House upon the Hill. 

III. 
A Toice that trips and ripples 

Like the throstle's sweet refrain, 
A perfect hand, a foot that falls 

As light as summer rain. 
Lush aubnm hair, and liquid eyes 

Bright as a breaking rill, — 
Such are the spells that bind me 

To the House upon the HilL 

IV. 

The Present is a blank to me, 

The Future is a maze, 
But I loTO to sit and sun me 

In the " light of other days :" 
Of other days and happier 

That all my fancy fill 
With summer-breathing memories 

Of the House upon the Hill. 
Teim. Coll., Camb. R- I 
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THE DREAM OF FAME. 

TTE eaw her once, and in the glane&— 
J-i i moment's glance of meetiug eyes— 
His heart stood etill in sadden trance, 
He trembled with a sweet snrprifle, 
Ab (me that caught, through opening skies, 
A distant gleam of Paradise. 

That smnmer eve his soul was light ; 

"With lighter step he pressed the ground J 
And life was fairec in his si^t. 

And music was in every sound : 
He blessed the world where there could bo 
So beautiftil a thing as she. 

But days went by — he found her not ; 

And years rdlcd on — she never came : 
Though ever, round the fatal spot, 

A mocking whisper of her name 
In hollow echoes seemed to roll 
Throngh the dark chambers of his soul. 
VOL. in. B : 
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THE DBEAX (W FAKE. 

From land to land he sought her face : 
To him were neither night nor day : 

The phantom he was doomed to chase 
Still glided from his touch away : 

And life, that once had been eo bright, 

Seemed bat a dieam of yeBtemi^. 

So after many yeare he came, 

A wanderer from a distant shon^^ 

The street, the house, were yet the same, 
But those he knew were there no more : 

Ejs burning words, his hopes and fears. 

Unheeded fell on alien ears. 

Only the children from their play 
'Would pause the mournful tale to hear, 

Shrinking in .balf-Biann away ; 
Or, step by step, would venture seu 

To teuch with timid, curious hands 

That atrttnge wild man frvm other land». 

He sat beside the busy street, 

There, where he last had seen her fece.; 
And thronging memories, bitter-sweety 

Seemed yet to haunt the ancient place i 
Her foot&ll ever floated near : 
Her voice was over in his ear. 
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TBB DKEUt OF FAME. 

He s(«netimeB, as the daylight 'waned, 
And eTeniiig mists began to roll, 

^ half-Boliloquy complained 
Of that black shadow on bis aoul ; 

And blindly fanned, with cruel care. 

The ashes of a vain despair. 

The siuumer £ed : the lonely man 
Still lingered ontr the lessening days ; 

StUl, as the nig^t drew on, would scan 
Each passing face vith closer gaze — 

Till, sick at heart, he turned away 

And d^ied " She will not come to-day." 

So by degrees his spirit bent 

To mook its own despairing cry, 
,In strange self-torture to invent 

New luxuries of agony, 
And peopled allthe vacant space 
"With visions of her perfect feoe : 

That perfect lace, vhose smile to own 
Hen dare to live, and fools to die : 

Dearer than wealth, or power, or throne ; 
Sweeter than sweetest hannony : 

That oftenest cheers their lonely lot 

"Who lire their life and hsei ii not. 
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TEX DEXJUi (» TAUB. 

Sometimes he felt that Bhe vas nigh.— 
Won for aa instant to his prayer— 

As if an angel suddenly 

Were bodied firom Qic ^-icwless air. 

And bU her fine ethereal frame 

Should fade as etrongdy as It come. 

So, half in fancy's sunny trance, 
And half in misery's aching void, 

With set and stony coimt«uance 
His bitt^ being he enjoyed, 

And shut for erer &om his mind 

The happiness he could not find. 

Ab when the wretch in lonely room 
To selfish death is madly hurled, 

The glamour of that fatal fame 
Shuts oat the wholesome living world; 

So all his manly strength and pride 

One sickly dream had swept aside. 

Asd BO it chanced once more flian she 
Came by the old familiar spot ; 

The f^ he would have died to see 
Bent o'er him, and he Imew it not : 

Too rapt in brooding grief to hear, 

Eyen when happiness was near. 
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THX DREAH OF FAHE. 

And pity filled her gentle b^eaat 

For him tliat could not etir nor epeak : 

The dying crimaon of the west, 

That faintly tinged his haggard cheek. 

Fell on her as she stood, and shed 

A. glory round the patient head. 

Ah ! let him wake ! the momenta Sy : 
This awful tryst may be the last : 

And see ! the tear that dimmed her eye 
Had fallen on him ere she passed. 

She passed : the crimson paled to gray, 

And hope departed with the day. 

The heavy hours of night went by. 
And silence q^uickened into sound, 

And light slid up the eastern sky, 
And life began its daily rounds— 

But life and light for him were fled : 

His name was numbered with the dead. 
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"SIT TIBI TEKBA lEVIS*"" 

AK ACEOSTIC. 

TTEBO ! reat, thy varfan o'er,. 
XJ. On thg quiet Indian shore : 
Down they fell beneattt thy sword. 
Silent vere they at thy word ; 
Oh ! in England's happy mirth, 
Ne'er may she forget thy worth. 

fiSASBNOSB COLIECS. 
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ODE TO DAMON 
FAOU CHLOE.'WHO UNDERSTANDS HIS MEANINQ. 

/^H, do not forget the day wben we met 
^ At the loiterer's shop in the city : 
When yoQ taid I was pldn and txcettic*^ tiuh. 
But I knew that you meant I was pretty. 

Becolleet, too, the hour when I purchased the flour 
(For the dumplings, you know) and the suet ; 

Whilst the apples I told my dear Damon to hold, 
(Just to see if you knew how to do it.) 

Then recall to your mind how you left dm behind, 
And went off in a 'bus with the pippins ; 

When you laid you'd forgot, but I knew yon had tut ; 
(It was merely to save the odd threepence !) 

Don't foTget your de%ht in the dumplinga that night, 
Though you laid they were tasteless and doughy : 

But you winked as you spoke, and I saw that the joke 
fl/it mu one) was meant for your Chloe! 
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10 ODE TO DAUOK. • 

Then remember the day Then Joe offered to pay 

For US all at the Great Exhibiti<ni ; 
You proposed a Bhort cut, and we found the thing shut, 

(We -ware two hours too late for admission.) 

Your " short cat, " dear, we found took OS Mfm fltiZn rcwu^ 

(And Joe said eaaeUy what we did :) 
Well, /helped you out then — it was just like you men — 

Not m atom oftenM whtn it 't wtdt4.' 

Iim said "What's to be done?" and /thought you in fun, 
(Never drtaming you were each a ninny,) 

"Mome directly !" said I, and you paid for the fly, 
(And I think that you gave him a guinea.) 

Well, that notion, yon said, had not entered youi 
head: 

Yott proposed, " The best thing, as we're come, is 
(Since it opens again in the morning at ten) 

To wait" — Oh, you prinet of dU dummtM .' 

And when Joe asked you " Why, if a man were to die, 
Just as you ran a sword through hia middle, 

Tou'd be hung for the crime?" and you said "Give 
me time!" 
And bronght to your Chloe the riddle — 
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ODB TO DAHOn. 11 

Why, remember, you dunce, how I Bolred it at once— 
(The qoeetion that Joe bad referred to yon,) 

Why, I told you the cauee wa» " the force of the laws," 
And you said " It Had nteer oMurred to you ! " 

Tim iuBtance will show that your brain is too slow. 

And (though your exterior is showy), 
Tot BO arrant a goose can be no sort of use 

To society comt to your (Mm f 

You'll find no one, like me, who can manage to see 

Tour meaning, you talk bo obscurely : 
Why, if once / were gone, how aouid you get on ? 

Come, yoa know what I mean, Damon, surely ? 

Ch. Ch., Oxfoed. B. B. 
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WHEN THE DAY IS BORIT. 

TTTHEN the day is bom in glory, 
■ ' 'Wlicn the shadows fiee away, 
Ann thee for the task befbre thee, 

For the battle of the day. 
And though noon-day sun be soorohing, 

£eep brave heart within thy breast. 
Though the fight be fierce and stubborn, 

Soon shall o<mie the hour of rest ; 
Soon shall come the evening's stillness. 

And the evening's hour of calm, 
Soon upon the tired spirit 

Softly fall ita dewy balm. 
And a sweeter rest awaits thee, 

When Li&'srace shall all be run, 
Where the oonqneror's meed shines brightly 

Eor the hard-fbnght conflict womi 
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TO "FLAVA NEAEEA." 

TTTHITHER, blue^yed damBel, whither 

' " Hast thou gone and left me lone ? 
' Oh for wings to waft me thither, 
Fajreat maiden I hare known. 

Sweet it ia alone to wander 

Hnsing of thy golden hair, 
"While of thee my heart grows fonder, 

Thongh thou art I know not where: 

"VHien in church my knees ate hended, 
And my hands are clasp'd in pray^, 

TTith the words a sigh comes blended 
Tha^ thou art no longer there. 

I may ne'er again behold thee, 
Seloved and beauteous stranger ; 

Hut may Heaven's kind hand uphold thee, 
And shield tbeo from all danger. 
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May'at thou never tasto of sori 
Such as rends thoB heart of 

Brightly on thee smile each 
Creature of a mould divine 



And ^hen life's short hours are utmiber'd, 
Ere my eyes are closed in death, 

Fondly shall thy name he murmur'd. 
Darling, with my pariiiig breath. 



Bkasekosb Coll. 
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THE POET'S DEATH. 

TTTHEN tie Poet yields his breath, 
• ' When the hand of envious Death 
Biota the star that brightly glowed 
In flie depth of Poesy's sky. 
Stills hia song that sweetly flowed, 
And his harp's hi^ melody, — 
They say that Nature's self doth moum, 
Dropping on hia fiineral um 
Tears in dew-drops ; that a wail 
Breathes in every wi gbi-n g gale ; 
That in every greenwood bower 
Earthward droops each weeping flower ; 
That the streams less brightly glance ; 
That the elves do cease their dance. 
" They do not err," and many a heart 
In that sorrow bears its port, 
Of those whom on their weary way 
He has helped with soothing lay ; 
To whom 'mid the thickening fight 
He has told of crowns of light ; 
Those who from the poet's song, 
In their struggle 'gainst the wrong, 
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THE poet's SEiTH. 

LeBTnt a chanu that made them stand 
Firm, and nerved each conqueriBg hand ; 
Lessons learnt that taught the soul. 
Though the billows round may roll, 
That more bright the morning ann 
For the night of darkness done) — 
Those who in his magic glass 
-Saw each wayside flower and grass 
Bobed in glory, saw a hue 
In the summer sky's soft blue 
To their opening vudon new ; 
Wio, in Nature's wide-spread boiJc 
By the Poet taught to look. 
Saw that for the attentive mind 
Beauties in each bud are shrined, 
And that from Earth's lowly sod, 
Upward eyes must look to God. 
But though mate the broken string, 
Btill for ever there shall ring 
Echoes of the song that woke 
Holy feelings, and that spoke 
Words of strength, and glad heart-cheer 
To the listening mourner's ear ; 
And in notes of rapture hi^ 
Tnned again to loftier lays. 
It shall join the ohannt of praise 
In the bright realms of the sky. 
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LOLE. 

SHE sat in the Btar-litten window, and viewed, 
"With, dreamy lovo in her lustrona eyoB, 
The sunset beantifiil, Irid-hued, 
And Hesper grow in tho western skies. 

Stnmge shadows they/elL on her casement wide. 

In phantasies wild and fond ; 
Strange shadows they fell on the harp by her side, 

And died in the snnuner-night darkness beyond. 

- Her hands unwittingly wakened tiio strings, 
And her qnicKemng power was such, 
They answered her thoughts like intelligent things, 
And thrilled into life at her touch. 

Then strike on the strings, divine by your art; 

But, Xole, little you know 
You are dealing the chords of a human heart, 

A ruder and crueller blow. 

Coll. Jes., Oxon. " TY*E EW- 
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OTTR lADY OF THE STOEM. 

At Cowio, KincarfincHhiro, high on a rocli, clost to the son margin, 
stand til* Kuins of an Ancient Church, ixaier the dedication of " Our 
Ludy of the Storm," the churchyard around being still UBcd aa a 
burying-place. 



WHERE the -wavea wildly fet and Bnrge for aye, . 
Old Scotland's children did their Master's will; 

They reared a Kirk upon a oraggy hill, 
That highest worship might ascend each day. 
The waves have chanted their eternal song. 

The snnshine sleeps npon that lonely hill, 
But now no more of worshippers a throng; 

The lights are out — the voices all are still. 
"Wild stonns have heen ; but now the Evening Star 

Hangs lustrous o'er the strai^e fentastic foam ; 
Pledges in gold and crimson come from far 

Of brighter weather foi a voyage home. 
That cross, those lonely graves, were onoe for thee. 
Mother of God, and Maid, Star of the Sea ! 
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OUB lACT OF THE STOEU. 19 

II. 

A lingering faithful remnant gamerB yet 

The morning splendour of that crow-crowned spire ; 

Toiling, they know the paths, high still, and higher, 
Where peace and righteousness each other met ; — 
For there the taithfiil sleep round mined walls, 

Where chant the waves a soothing requiem-song, 
Where the clouds gather, or the sunshine fells, 

Or star-crowna glimmer when the nights are long. 
Lord, though the taithlesB weary grew of Thee, 

Thy law discarding, yet these walls are Thine, 
And this the passing thousands now may see. 

For there once more is reared Thy sacred sign. 
Storms come, yet floats the Ark's majeBtic form, 
Ave Maria ! Lady of the Storm ! 

r. G. I~ 
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EBE THE DARK' GLOAIOITG TWIUGHT. 

EBE the dark gloaming twilight 
Supereedes tlie day, 
And ere the nigbt lias covered earth 

In her soft mantle gray, 
And vbile a rosy light remains 

To BhoT the day still Uvea, 
Though softened by the sombre shades 

The coming evening gives ; 
I think (since thon art beantitul 

Ab ever day eould be) 
Oh could our hearts, like day and night, 

Blend, yet not d^agree ! 



,.1. Google 



THE FAIKIES. 

TifTHEIir the daylight Med bom the hill, 
• ■ And the playful breeze was hushed and etill 
By tiie mossy bank of the babbling rill, 

The fairies wove their dance. 

"When mom-beama glimmered through forest glado, 
And bright on the streamlet's bosom played, 
And the dewdrop gemmed each emerald blade, 
Once fairy forms would glance. 

The meadow fresher and greener grew, 
And the flowret blushed with deeper hue, 
Flashed brighter light &om the sparkling dew. 
Where mystic footet^s trod. 

ITow hushed is the elfin music's swell. 
The passing hroeze sighs the &iries' knell, 
And fikdes the flowret's roseate bell 
On the deserted sod. 
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THE FAIEIES. 

foi men cast a cold and carolcss eyo 
On the Past with all her witchery, 
For her &dmg gloriee ie heaved no sigh, 

Het legends charm no moro. 

£nt the bard's sweet spell shall bid them stay, 
And believing cyeB see &iries play, 
And dance 'neath the pale moon's wizard ray, 
As in the daya of -— 
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THOSE HORRID HURDY-GURDIES! 

A MONODY, BY A VICTIM. 

" IW ^ ™''tli<'i' '''^8 mc bind my hair," 
-L'-i- And not go about bucIi a figure ; 
It's a bother, of course, but what do I care ? 
I ehall do as I please when I'm bigger. 

"My lodging is on the cold, cold ground," 

As the first-fioor and attics were taken. 
I tried the garret but once, and found 
That my wish for a change was mistaken. 

"Ever of thee!" yes, "Ever of thee!" 

They chatter more and more, 
Till I groan aloud, " Oh ! let me be ! 
' "I have heard it all before !" 

"Please remember the organ, sir;" 

What? hasn't he left me yet? 
I promiso, good man ; for its tedious burr 
I never can forget. 
Ch.Cs. B. B. 
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IN MEMOBIAM.— E. B. BROWNING. 

OBirr MDCCCLXI. 

TVrOT, Florence, for the ^ory of thy akiea, 

■^^ For those grand mountains, for the golden flow 

Of Bweet-Toiced Aroo through the vale bebw, 

Not for the Eden land that round thee lies 

With daim for fairest ia a land most Mr, 

Do men avard thee such a crown to wear 

Among Qie nations. In tiiee lived and loved 
That Dante whom men call " The Florentine" 
(And spite thine old contempt Ms tame is thine) ; 
In thee Savonarola died and proved 
His indignation righteous ; and in thee 
Oiotto built an immortality : 

These names, nor these alone, do g^ve thy name 
A greater glory e'en than ICature's hand 
In all her lai^o grace t« thy Tuscan land, 
Seen through the dark of ages like a flame : 
And now, behold, another Monory throws 
A &ir ftesh leaf upon thy crowned brows. 
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nf KEKOBIAH. — E. B. BBOWNIRO. 

IfoTP doubly is our English homage won, 
That thou hast nniEt with such a (finder care 
An English flower too frail for English air, 
With thy sweet breezes, and thy radiant sun : 
And doubly art thou dear that in thee lies 
All of our greatest poetess that dies. 

Ah ! songlesB now the full-toned utterance 
That spake the language of such lofty thought 
And passionate feeling to such music wrought, 
What time ftnin Casa Guidi o'er th' expanse 
Of men and minds she gazed on Italy, 
Tezed and upheaving like a troubled sea. 

tiosi ia tiie dnger tiiat so nobly sang 

Ood's Truth and Beanty : — closed the wondrous e; 

That saw so much of Heaven beneath the skies : 

Silent the clarion that so sweetly rang : 

And past the poet from us to that throng 

Where all are poets of diviner song. 

The " Wine of Cyprus" flows for her no more 
Who drinks of better fountains : mysteri^ 
Of which she. sang in viraon, now she sees 
Revealed behind the vail on the &r shore, 
In the clear light of that stomal day 
Which after dawning &deth not away. 
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IN MEMOEIill, — E. n. BEOWXINO. 

Glory for pain, and rest for one bo ■weary, 

Whose life was one long fire to puriiy 

A patient spirit for the happy eky : 

Let thick tears fall, and chant the Miserere, 

Not for that parted apirit, but for those 

Who still must wander through a life of woes. 

The " Drama of her Exile" is all done, 
And now with earthly mists no longer dim, 
Her eyes arc rapt upon those " Seraphim" 
To sec whose "wondrous iaaea" round the throne, 
And hear whose " most sweet music," in past lay 
Our hearts grew solemn as we heard her pray. 

We hear her yet, " No more Tain words be said j" 
We seem to hear the near Hoeamias roll; 
In the fall bliss that crowns the living soul, 
Foi^t the sorrow brooding o'er the dead : 
In this exultant, that the living breath 
Now and for ever triumpheth o'er death ! 

Cou,., S. J. 8, 

OXPOBD. 
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AN OLD-WORLD IDYL. 



" TINTKEAT me not to leave thee, nor to cease 



h 



From following after thee, for wbereaoe'ei 



Thou goest I Trill go, and in what place 
Thou lodgest I will lodge ; thy people, too, 
Shall be my people, and thy God my God ; 
And where ttiou diest I wtU die, and there 
Will I be buried." — Silence fell awhile; 
Then low and clear she spake again, "The Lord 
Do BO to me, and also more, if aoght — 
If anything, but death, part me and thee." 

So they two journeyed to the alien land. 

To Buth lesB alien than to that other 

Betuiuing, mournful, to the well-known fields, 

trpon whose blank umdeaning taoe she knew 

That she should gaze, as one upon the &ce 

Of an dd Mend, heart-changed, who knows him not. 

Amid the gaudy suuBhine, travel-stained. 

They reached the bustling city — sought, and found 

A small retreat &om curious, HtrangeT eyes. 
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Where Buth, with unobtrusive household grace. 
Arranged their little all, and Bome few flowers 
She placed, (reeh-breathing, on the window-sill; 
For woman's gracious tact had whispered her, 
When buying what was needed, that 'twere well 
To spend a little for so great a good. 

The narrow lod^ng in a crowded street, 
IToisome with dnst and heat, and jarring mirth 
Of rude unlovely children, cruahed the heart 
Of that sad widow, comfortless and cold ; 
Nor would she stir, nor cease to nurse her grief. 

But after sunset, in the freshening eve, 

Sweet gentle Buth stole forth, and paes'd the bounds 

Of that close city, and (her quickening steps 

Obeying some sweet impulse) soon she stood 

Silent amid the sighing fields of com. 

Her mournful eyes slow Med with piteous tears, 

And from her quivering lips a small sad song 

Stole, plaintive, low, as sings a drooping bird 

Amid the first large drops that threaten storm. 

" Mourns a low wind, and, from the sighing craves, 
Quiok, pattering gr^s upon the sva-craeked graves 
Of frnitfiil com that, dying, gave them birth, 
Drop like a shower of helpless, hopeless tears 
!Erom one who bends above a mover's grave, 
Heart-broken, lovelees, soon with her to rest. 
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" Low monniB my hoart ; I loveless, drooping, stand 

Baluing my tears upon my mother-earth : 

O Uother, give me rest ! let me eink 

Within thy quiet anna where all is peace I 

Or may these aad-sown tears arise in hopes, 

AJl glorious, golden with a coming good." 

Hien brighter all for storm she pass'd away, 
And heard the grating com-crakB jarring near, 
Ifor ceased to bear, until she reachtd the gates 
Of that still city where the widow slept. 
But when the corn-sheaves ehirered in the dawn. 
And countless hrigbt-eycd chirping birds awoke. 
Bidding a blithe " Good-morrow" each to all, 
Amcmg the gleaners gleaned trae-hearted Euth, 
As brightly tremulous as tbe morning star. 

Then rang a wholesome voice across the fields, 
A holy salutation of the mom, 
" The Lord be with you !" — ^next the true lesponse 
Of honest reapers, " And the Lord bless thee !" 
As he, the genial master of these fields, 
Stood, his beard waving to the lau^iing breeze. 
With son-biown'd &oe among his snn-lsawn'd com. 
His bright eye, glancing quickly fell on Buth, 
(Whose gentle heart in bodings vague and strai^ 
Shook like a rivor-reed in mom's first biccze, 
That wbispeiB now of shine, and now of shower.) 
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And soon he learnt her tale, and lov'd its worth ; 
And, in all courtesy, approaching, epakc 
Grand simple words of Tclcome, AiU and free ; 
Bade hor to mingle with his maids, and, when 
The longing thirst should come upon her, wend 
To where, among the piled-ap sheltering sheaves. 
Cold waters glistened in the cold, red jars ; 
And her sweet voice, while pleading witt her eyes 
Of her nnworthiness, but made her seem 
And be more doubly worthy of this good. 
Then, as the plain bee dngs to cheer her t«il, 
So sang Kuth's simple heart calm cradling-songs. 
And Care, the plaintive baby, eobb'd and slept. 

So grew the day, and when the glowing land 

Lay throbbing 'neath the cloudless, holy blue 

That veiled the face of God, too blinding-bri^t, 

The maidens, weaned, leaving the scorch'd fields, 

'Ifeath moistened tent-siuls seated, linked in love, 

Broke fragrant bread, and dipp'd it in the cups 

Of vivifying vinegar ; and Ruth 

Less alien seemed while mii^Iing with the nmds 

So kind, incorioos and all-courteous. 

And then, heart-rested, rose and gleaned afresh, 

Till sounds and shadows of the evening camo. 

So pass'd the swarthy days ; then came the end. 
The full fruition of the promised good. 
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Tho end of barley-harvest, bearded, brown ; 
And he, the genial lord, large-hearted man. 
Making the hugeat feast, bade all his friends 
To share the rest as they had shared the toil ; 
Wben Ruth obedient to her mother's will, 
And listening to the promptings of her heart, 
Arrayed in sdl her-best, and, beat of all. 
The simple beauty of a guileless soul. 
Stood near the threshing-floor, but all unseen 
(Her pulses throbbing with tho quick-pulsed stars). 
And heard the merry din, and prayed to God, 
Until her heart grew calm, nor feared the end. 

Then all grew still, the harvest-greetings done. 
The greeters gone, and he, the liberal giver 
Of this large feast, arose, a merry man ; 
Merry with holy joy that H K had blest 
The labour of their hands and freely giTcn 
All in due season of the earth's lush fruits ; 
Merry with joy at seeing others glad ; 
Yea, merry with the juice of his own vine. 

But when, hard by the heap of winnowed com, 

In ample garments wrapped he lay and slept, 

Buth, holding tight her heart witb dosc-claspt handa, 

Drew near irresolute and, breathless, heard 

The equal breathings of the healthy man ; 

And praying, " Guide mc. Holy ONE 1" she drew 
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Tbo covering tram his feet, and proyed again, 

listening the mght-Trind and the sounds of nigbt) 

ITntU the man avoke iu questioning fear. 

Heard her request, and granted all its truth ; 

And "Kest till mom" he sdd; "I, with the mom, 

Will see thy kinsman right thee, or if he 

Bhall prove eTasive and indifferent, 

Then I, as noxt in order of thy kin, 

Win not con£ne my heart to that small space, 

The graceless, strict propriety of right, 

But do unto thee as I trust that Ood 

Will, in His endless bounty, do to me 

When suppliant. Now rest thee till the mom." 

And, thanking Ood, she rested till the light, 

Itose at its earliest gleam, and parted thence, 

Com-laden, blest and blesdng to her home. 

But he, the genial lord, gazed on the fields 
That glunmered in the dawn, but saw tliem not ; 
Fingered the tanglee of his fiill rich beard, 
XTnraTelling all the mazes rf his thought. 
Then, fizt in purpose, went up to the gate. 
There, seated, saw Unth's 1ririHmH.n pasong near. 
With hale voice greeted him, and bade him sit ; 
Then call'd ten elders, grave, white-bearded men. 
Putting the case before their passioDleBs minds. 

But he, the evasive kinsman, loved the land. 
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And he would have it, "Tea, I will redeem it:" 

Then eaok the hopes of Boaz, for he thought — 

" If he so gladly hastea to own the fields, 

How more than gladly will he haste to win 

The fairest fiower that ever smiled in field ; 

Now have I lost my love;" then spake aloud, 

" And, with the land, of needs thou most take Buth." 

But he, the evasive kinsman, lov'd the land. 

But lov'd not Ruth, indifferent he to her, 

And Bnuling, supple, proffered an excuse, 

Then rose from this brief council, with Ms heart 

Light as for burden dropt, all ignorant 

Of that pure pearl relinquished, and whieh he 

The kindly lord, good Boaz, gladly wore 

On hiB broad breast, and made her his true wife. 

And, in her season, Buth, the clii^ing vine, 
(Beneath whose quiet arms he ever found 
The shade and rest that woman, wife and friend. 
Should prove herself unto her goodman tired) 
Blest by Ood's simny smile, grew fruitful, ripe, 
And bore a son to Boaz, proudly glad. 

Fair grew the babe, a gentle comely child ; 
And, as beneath the broad vine's quivering shade 
In golden afternoons the mother sat. 
So deeply happy, and upon hei knee 
The innocent, unwitting that from him 
VOL. in. D 
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Should rise the Prophet-king, and irom hie line 
Shine on the world the Bright and Homing Star, 
They Beetned to he the faultless, living real 
Of that ideal vMch Eaphael dreamt and drew, 
Uadonna — Mary and the Holy Child. 

WOECESTEK CoLLEOa. R. 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

/^ KEAT and lowly, young and aged, 
" Little children on fie knee, 
Mighty leaders of the natiom, 

Conquerors of earth and eea, 
And ye heroes, greater, nobler, 

Heroes in obscurity ; 

Oh, awake ! the night is flying, 
Crescent rays the east adorn ; 

They are heralds of a g^ory, 
And they usher in a mom 

When Light of Light, and Life of Life, 
And Love of Love were bom. 

Listen ! hear ye not the nombers 

Of the olden endless soi^, 
Sweeter than aU sweetest echoes 

That the ages bear along, 
When the spheric realms vere ringing 

With the chanting angel throng. 
VOL. ni. 
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A. CHRISnua CIBOL. 

oil, the morning stars sang sweetly, 
And the heaTes of heavena adored. 

And the shepherds' hearts responded 
To the glory of that Word ! 

Wake yew heart of hearta to gladness. 
Greet ^e advent of your Lord ! 

Hear ye not the golden music 
Wafted down the Btream of time ? 

Hear ye not the gospel-message 
Sweepii^ on from clime to clime ? 

Speaking to the lowliest lowly, 
Speaking to the earUi's sublime. 

Now fiilfllled the ancient promise. 
And the old prophetio cry ! 

Now the Lord of Light and Glory 
Quits the mansions of the sky ! 

Now the serpent cowers in anguish 
As he feela hia victor nigh ! 

Lowly Infant — Great Creator ! 

Hail ! victoriooB o'er the grave. 
Though the hosts of evil threaten, 

Though Satanic tempests rave, 
Hail ! — Omnipotent to conquer ; 

Hail! — Omnipotent to save. 
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L COBISTXAS CAKOL. 



Oh, this mom shall speak its 
To the Hted&st and tLe strong ; 

To the tremhling and the striving 
It Bhall aing a Ptean song ; 

Tell the waiting and the weary, 
Iiife is short bnt Love ia long. 

thoa strong one, and tnie-heart«d, 
Stedfiist in siuToimding dole, 

Warrior in the world's great hattle, 
Christ the watch- word of thy soul ! 

Christ's hand guide thee to th' Elydnm 
Where no battle-thnnders roll ! 

And thou, wanderer in the silence, 
Weary with life's rugged way, 

Still look upward to the promise 
Of tlie coming &deless day. 

Christ shall guide thee and protect tiiee, 
Chriat shall wipe thy tears away. 

And thou, weak and overladen. 
There is help at that right hand ; 

He shall be thy joy and solace 
Over all the wastes of sand; 

Lead thee upward to the True Ligjit, 
In the Father's better land. 
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Onward, onward ! through the tempest, 
Yonder dawns the Homing Star : 

And the light of Christ is breaking 
Through the snllen mieta of war : 

We will hail OUT Lord's fiist Advent, 
And Hifl second is not &r ! 



Pbkbboee, Oson. 
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BEAIDWOOD.- 
KILLED AT THE GREAT FIRE, JUNE 22nd, !861. 



jmiS me 



i. garland of true grief about the dead : 
The dark myBterious silence covermg 
Another noble head. 

For not alone to him, 'whose patriot sword 

Hath hewn through flying foe a path to fame, 
Doth Honour grant her emile, or Truth award 
A hero's sacred name. 

Honour hath guerdon fair for that sharp strifb 

Whence triumph may in days of peace be won, 
And Truth recordeth many a noiseless life 
Of duty, nobly done. 

And BO these mighty Twain, who t«nd upon 
The merits of pure deeda and seMess men, 
Sid Qie land mourn for a departed eon 
Who Cometh not Bg:ain. 
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Again no more when on ttic night-wiode' breath 

Shriek forth the spirita of the fiery atorm, 
Shall all the hopes of those who stand near death. 
Centre ahout hie form : 

No more, when, as by God's commanding breaih. 

Commissioned minister of -rrrath allayed. 
He stood like Aaron, between life and death, 
And lo ! " the plague waa stayed !" 

So lived he such a life for half an age. 

Then came the end — the night which was the last — 
To be remembered on recording page, 
Till times be overpast. 

A ni^t illomed by fire to awful day 

That glared on waste and death, and mocked the son ; 
A ra^ng Hell where Thames rolled on its way, 
A blazing Phlegethon I 

Yet thoQgh 'tis grief that he of all should lie 

Seath-stricken by that min overhead, 

Nathless, for that a warrior fbin would die 

Upon no peaceful bed, 

But olad in hamesa in the heat of strife. 

And find a hero'a tomb in fallen foes, 

Uen eay : Behold, auch end to sueh a life 

Was no ignoble close ! 
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RBAISTOOD. 



Toil eameth rest : Lay the recovered dust 

In peace nnbToken nnder holy sod, 
Till that great day whereon the Bleeping just 
Shall hear the tnimp of Qod. 



— -'*«K-=<£*titJE;>^- 
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THE LESSON OF NATTTRE. 

TTTHY do you sing from the trees, merry birds, 

" ' "Whj do you eing to-day P 
The world that ia full of weeping and woe. 

You mock with your ^adsome lay. 

"Why do you shine on the hllla, hright sun, 

"Why do you shine to-day ? 
The world that is frill of weeping and woe, 

You mock with your g^itt«riiig ray. 

Why do you dance through the yale, feir streams, 

Why do you dance to-day ? 
When the world is bo full of weeping and woe 

You should not be so gay. 

" We Bparkle and glitter the lulls among, 
And we joyously carol our matin song, 

And we dance on our flowery way ; 
For we tell of a God who is j oat and feme, 
Who, sooner or later, the world will renew, 
And will cleanse it of sorrow and sin and wrong, 

And you ahall be glad that day !" 
Obiel. W. H. C. N. 
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TTTHEN you gather the fair moss-rose, Annie, 
' ' Beware of the hidden thorn ; 

In verdant guise, a traitor it lies, 
Your tender hand to spurn. 

When you seek for the honey dew, Annie, 

Beware of the hidden bee : 
As in every pleasure, in envied treasure, 

Lnrk pain and misery. 

When you conrt the morning breeze, Annie, 

Beware of the clear blue sky : . 
For soon clouds bwer, and the treach'rons shower 

Comes down right suddenly. 

When you list to a prattling tongue, Annie, 

And think of your future fate. 
Beware of the smile, that sports for awhile, 

Then stands rerealed — too late ! 
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THE EMPEEOE AND HIS SOUP. 



A ROMAN STORY 1 



This Btory ib taken &am that curious piece, tlie " Oration of Bpte- 
du8 Dt Regno to tlie Emperor Arcadiun." 



1 BOUA^ Emperor, in our grandeireB' times 
■**- Led out a hoet against the Parthian foe. 
'T 'was eve. They halted on the Armenian heights 
Expecting battle with the morrow's dawn. 
Lit were the watch-fires, from the purple peaks 
Showing like stars on Parthian fields helow. 
" What ho ! I hunger," qooth the Emperor, 
" "S were well to sup." Then toond him came his staff : 
Not goodly young men wi& their sunny hair 
Down to their shoulders, golden spears and shields. 
But rough old generals, grey-beards, golden heartfl. 
Whose splendour was concenter'd in their sonls. 
" Bring me my supper," — and they brought it ont, 
Thick pulse of peas, and hunches of hog-fiesh 
Isled in the pulse. The yellow sonp bedropp'd 
The old man's beard. His batter'd casque was off, 



,.1. Google 



THE EHFBBOB AND HIS SOCF. 

Sole eymbol ttiere, a jacket puiple-dyed 
Lay in long grass, as thoufi^ a purple Btring 
Of hyacinths or pansies had been flung 
Upon the mountam-meadows by the girls. 
But down below the Fatthiaii hosts admired 
The cloud of battle gatber'd on the heights, 
That had sail'd on firom far Hesperian skies. 
And DOW must burst about to-moiroVs dawn. 
So toward the eve their old ^en took a thought 
That it were well to send an erabaasage, 
And on the heralds went, and audience sought ; 
And they were usher'd to the Emperor. 
But he full filightly rdsed him &om the grass ; 
And one hand pointed to the woods below — 
A mass of purple domes and cupolas— 
And to the wheat-fields, goldening for the scythe ; 
And with the other touched his temples bald, 
And said, " Sir Heralds ! to your stripling kiDg 
" Back with my message. Let him yield at once, 
, " Or, by my life, before another mom 
" Those dainty hunting grounds and goodly fields 
" Shall be singed something balder than my head. 
" And now, an if ye hunger, dip your hands 
" Into my soup. If not, within an hour 
" Leave ye the Boman trench. My say is said." 
So midnight came. All round about the fire 
The legionaries slept, and dream'd of £ome, 
Or seem'd to march through armies thick as flakes . 
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Palliiig upon Sorscle — when there walked 
Up to ihe cmtpoeta, and by them was led 
On to the Empeior, a Godlike shape 
Vested in Uelibceon, with his head 
Star-bright, his tiar and candys glimmering; 
In the Armenian moonlight, at his heel 
A score of clue&. It was the Persian king. 
Afraid of that old bald-head and his soup ! 

B. N. C. 
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THE NORTHMEN, 

TTO ! steer for the south, from the broad Elbe-mouth, 
^-^ And the winding fiords that stretch from the stonn- 

Bwept Northern maiu: 
Let your tall ships s(reep through the rolling deep, 
Aa the grey wolves haste, when they scent a field of the 

Ab the wild-fowl cower and run, when between them and- 

the sun 
Awide-winged eagle soaring throws hie shadow on the grass, 
So shall the people fly when afar off they espy 
Tour white sails uprising as your war-ships onward pass. 

As breaks the wild-boar through the reeds on the shore 
Shall ye break the lines of battle where'er ye lift your 

swords; 
Ye shall hew down the ranks of the Saxons and the Franks, 
Till all the coasts of Europe shall own ye foi their lords. 
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COMrOET IS DEEAMS. 



■pEAUTirUL star of my dreama, 
J-* Follow me still when I wake ! 
Let not ihj peace-giving beams 
Now, when moat needed, forsake ! 

Gladden me still with thine eyes ! — 
Happy the heart they control ! — 

On my thick darkness arise, 
Mistress and Queen of my soul ! 

Weep me such tears as thou wept, 
dream too strangely divine ! 

When my glad spirit upleapt, 
Glad to be mingled with thine. 

Kiss me again as before, 

Parting the hair on my brow : 
Oh, with what tenderest lore 
Charming the sting of my woe ! 

Once again clasping thee close, 

As in the Tisions of night, 
Let all my troubles repose. 
Basking themselves in thy light! 
i. Cath. 
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GOOD-BYE. 



GOOD-BIE at last to Oxford I with full eyes 
I watch the Autmtm day grow dark and die, 
And see the year put on its saddest guise. 
To sadden this Good-bye. 

This sorrowing run seems but the tearful grief 
That pride forbids although the heart be fein, 
And that regretful wind seems the relief, 
In utterance, of pain. 

Sim, as I Qiread the twilight, on my gaze 

The " glorious street "* lies wrapt in misty gloo' 
And in grieved sort like statues of past days 
The old towers darkly loom. 

I hear "Old Tom" announce the parting light. 

The deep hoarse voice I sooii must hear no more ; 
The note is deeper, moumfiiller, this night 
Than in the days of yore. 

■ " The Btream-like windbgB of that glorious street.''— Won 
worth's " Sonnet on Oiford," 

VOL. m. B 
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Oood-bye to waUa and tawen I knoir so veil, 

And love as dearly — most of all to tliine 
Wlierein my lot " in pleasant places" fell, 
Kind Nurse and Mother mine ! 



Hay Heaven ttiee prosper ! and good-bye to thee, 

Dear noble Isis, loved so all these years ; 
Echoes of gallant stritb right gloriously 
E'en nor ring in mine ears : 



And mingling vith them cranes a meflsnied strain. 

With martial music from a yontiifiil band, 
I S^t my bloodless " battles o'er again," 
In arms fbr &ther-land. 



" These 't will be joy to recollect," 'tis sidd, 

Though with a tii^ of sorrow, being gone, 
Oxford 1 with me the dead Past is not dead. 
Though I must needs pass on : — 



" Th' old order changeth yielding place to sew "■ 

So I pass on, bat never to fbiget, 

Till in the heart that unto tbee ie true 

The anil of life shall set. 
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Good-bye is " God be with thee ! " Even bo 

May God keep Oxford — let her cbildien pray— 
Truth's changeless champion, Error's Btr<mgeat foe. 
Until That day! 
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THE OLD AND NEW YEAR. 

STILL ia tbe vale ; 
The maniac fuiy of the wintry gale 

Has lulled to a law moan, 
That breathee like requiem o'er the dying year; 
And slowly, sadly the dead leaves are strown 

Upon his chilly bier. 

The solemn toll 
Wakes mournful echoes in the awe-huahed soul ; 

And, as with bated breath. 
Till the glad music on the ear he borne, 
Nature in silence waits the Old Year's death 

And the New Year's glad mom. 

Clashing with tumultuous mirth, 

The bells hail his joyous birth : 

Joy and Peace to sorrowing earfli 

may the New Year bring ! 

And may the hopes that spring, 

Like the first flower-buds 'mid this snow, 

Bloom with as bright a glow ; 

Till o'er the hOls the Eternal Homing peer 

And on this earth shall dawn the " Golden Year." 



E. 
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|n ^emoriam. 



Q and stainless gentlen 



CHRISTMAa, 1S61. 

TI'EN 80, " God giveth His beloved sleep !" 
■'-' And grief o'erwhelmB us on tJiifl Holy mom. 
And grief will wait and see the New Tear bom. 
What can we else but bow our heads and weep P 
The fountauiB of our love, new-found, are deep. 
Tor one_ who lived — and lived in spite of scorn — 
A Belflesa life of use, ' t is meet we mourn : 
Since having sown he goes elsewhere to reap. 
True and Pure and Royal ! round thy brow 
We, the once blind, now seeing, sadly weave 
Garlands of praise for duty nobly done : 
" Great Prince, and man of men," and greater not 
For that we glory in thee, and believe 
Thy works shall follow though thy rest is won. 

S. J. S 
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i;o tilt ^ueen. 

DEC, 1861. 

OUR Sovereign, in this hour of grief 
There 's but one source of Bure relief ; 
Accept the prayer we rctiee for thee. 
Better than sympathy ! 

Uay He, vhoee hand ie ever kind, 
Who from the shorn lamb shields the wind, 
Who out of evil can bring good. 
Now blesa to thee the rod : 

Hay He, the King of kings, display 
His love, and wipe thy tears away j 
HiB Spirit fuller comfort eend 
Thau husband, mother, friend ! 

Balliol College. 
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" Thou shalt beep Mm in perfect p«*ce whose mind ii 
stayed on Thee." 



' He hath a foretaste of his teat, 
Who Btays his heart on Thee : ' 

Lord, grave that in Thy Soldier's breast 
Deep as eternity. 



Be it the blazon on his shield, 
The keen edge of his svord, 

Wherewith to rout on battle-fleld 
The foemen of hie Lord. 

For though of foe and fear no lack 
Till death shall smile release. 

The Prince of Darkness falletb back 
Before the Prince of Peace ! 
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So gird the?. Christian, manfdly ; 

It is thy Leader saith : 
' I captivate captivity, 

I take the sting from death.' 

And, though unnoticed in the atrife, 
Wielding a lowlier sword, 

Thou 'rt yet a hero in thy life, 
A champion of thy Lord. 

O demon-hated, haunted man ! 

In Peace arise and go ; 
Thou art God-guarded ftom thy ban, 

God-loved in all thy woe ! 

See Calvary lift its awful brow; 

In every land sublime. 
The Cross upreared o'er clouds below 

Of toil and grief and crime : 

And hear the Bweet inviting Toic« : 
' Loot on the Bead and live !' 

Infinitude of ' perfect Peace' 
The Living Dead shall give. 

Light upon the gloomy waste 

Of melancholy aeaa ! 
stilling Voice upon the blaat 

Of human agonies I 
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single gniding guardian Star 
Above the clouds of death ! 

Draw to thy rays which stream afet 
Our latest look and breath ! 

O'er-ahine ub till life's tumults cease, 
Till Sight for Faith is given ; 

Till we regain our 'perfect Peace,' 
More glorified in Heaven ! 



^ — 
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"ONLY A "WOMAN'S HAIR."* 



After Dean Swifl^e death, a Bmall packet wbb found among Iu» 
papere, containing a single louk of hair, and inscribed vitli the abova 



" ANLT a woman's hair ! " Fling it aside ! 
^ A bubble on Life's mighty stream : 
Heed it not, man, but wutch the broadening tide- 
Bright with the western beam. . 

Nay, in those words there rings from other years 

The echo of a long, low cry, 
Where a prond spirit wrestles with its tears 

In loneliest agony. 

* By a straoge coincidence a poem bearing the same title appears 
in t^e current number of Lrmden Satiety (Moioh, IBS2). The poem 
in CMtgt Shymo was wtittcn and in type before tliat number of the 
tna{;a3inG appeared. 
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"oNLT A woman's haie. 

And, aa I touch that lock, atrange visione throng 
Upon my bouI, with dreamy grace, 

Of woman's hair, the theme of poet's eong 
In cTory time and place. 

A child's bright treases, ia a tangled brwd, 
O'er circling arms that fondly roll. 

Where fiill blue eyea, nndimm'd by ainful ahade, 
Look etraight from soul to sonl : 

Or girding like a shadow, raven-black. 

The ^ory of a qaeenlike face : 
Or &om a gipsy'a laughing eyea toaaed back 

In wild and wanton grace : 

Or grey and reverend on the browa of age 

Whose tale of life ia nearly told : 
Of, last, in dreama I make my pilgrimage 

To Bethany of old. 

I aee the feast : the purple and the gold : 
The gathering crowd of Pharieees, 

Whose scornful eyea are centred to behold 
Yon woman on her kneea. 

The sti£ed sob rings atrangely on mine ears, 
Wrung fiwm the depfii of ain'a despair ; 

And still she bathes the aacred feet with tears, 
And wipes them with her hair. 
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so "ONLT A woman's haib." 

He Bcomed not tbeii the simple, loving deed 

Of her, the lowest and the last ; 
Then scom not thou, but use with earnest heed 

This relic of the past. 

The eyes that loved it once no longer wake : 

So lay it by with reverent care, 
Xoochiog it tenderly for sorrow's sake — 

It is a woman's hair. 

Ch. Ch., Ozfobd. C. L. 
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rpHE poet oft may sweep Iiis harp'a sweet chorde, 

-L And hie hand wander o'er ite silver stringB, 

And still no melody may wake ; for thoughts 

There are that hide their heauty jealously, 

E'en like a flower-bud, that, though Zephyr woo, 

Steeps in its " silken sheath." Yes, there are thoughts 

That move us, till words ready seem to burst 

From the half-parted lips, and yet no Bound. 

The secret of the heart, like ocean's depths. 

For aye unknown, is hid from curious eyes : 

Thus though the Poet ever yearn " to draw 

" The deepest measure from tlie chorda," yet ne'er 

Shall e'en his sweetest utterance compare 

Witb the high thoughts that stir the inmost sout. 

E.C. 
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A PARAPHRASE OP THE FOURTH ODE 

OF THE 

FIE8T BOOK OF HORACE. 



TXTINTER has departed ; 
' • Swift the rivers run, 
Loosed &om icy fetters 
By the radiant snn. 



A change is come o'et all, 
Brightly shines the day. 

And warm o'er verdant pastures 
Western breezes play. 

Down to the beach the vessels 
Are hurried by strong men. 

As if they yearned to battle 
With the rough waves again. 
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FAK4PHBASB OF AH ODE OF BOKACE. 

No longer in the stable 

CoTer the shivering kine ; 
Bnt a warmth is o'er the meadows, 

That seemB almost divine. 

No more the snow is spread 

Over the meadows green ; 
Ent Qie glad and smiling visage 

Of a new spring is seen. 

Now Venus leads her dances 
'Neotih the full moon each night. 

And joined onto the Graces 

Are the nymphs in circles bright. 

Now at Cyelopic forges 

The mighty Tnlcan g^ows, 
And the lofty sides of Etna 

Be-echo with his blows. 

Sow we must crown our head 
With flowers and myrtle green : 

Now must our sacrifice to Pan 
In shady groves be seen. 

Bnt though 'tis spring yet death is near, 

It will not be denied ; 
And no one from its sure pursuit 

Can his frail body hide. 
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It robs alike the cotter's hut, 

The noble's lofty hall, 
The regal palaces of kings ; 

Por death ie near to all. 

Sextius, my Mend ! while life remains, 

Improve ite fleeting hours : 
Por in dark Pluto's realm there are 

No dice, no shady bowers. 

No wine, no Lycidaa to love, 
Whom all the youth adore ; 

These cannot enter Pluto's realm, 
They vanish at the door. 
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"THERE'S MANY A SLIP 
' TWIXT THE CUP AND THE LIP." 



SAYS Mickey, one day, to his friend, Paddy Bawn, 
" Shure, it's sorrowful, Paddy, you're looking the 
mom." 
" Och ! Mickey ; it 's sorra bit betther you'd be. 
At you'd had such a dhrame as last night came to me." 
" Phwat was it ?" says Mick. " Shure, I'll tell ye," says 

Pat, 
" And, sartain, you'll sorrow with me afther that. 
Well — I dhramed that I called on hia Howliness the Pope. 
' How d' ye do, Pat ?' siz he. ' Fust-rate, Sire. I hope 
That the health of your Howliness is pretty so-so.' 
' Thank ye, Pat. Take a chair — but fiist kiss my toe.' 
This done, we sat down, and the Pope, feelin' Msky, 
' Och !' siz he,' we'll be afther havin' some whisky.' 
So he went to the nat«et small cupboard in nathur'. 
And ont with two glasses, aad lots of the ' crathur ' ! 
' Pat,' siz he, 'will ye rather hot wather or cowld?' 
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' Shure,' wa I, ' hot, jour Howlinesa, av I might be so 

bowld.' 
Then not a word more did the owld fellow spake, 
But he went for the wather, and — Flop ! — I awake ! 
It'a disthreBsin' to me to think how I was aowld : 
Och ! Uickey, boy ! Phwy didn't I take it eowld ? " 

Jebus College, Oxotr. Rigduh Fumnidob. 
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MELA.NCHOLETTA. 



WITH saddest music all dsy long 
She soothed lier secret sorrow : 
At night she a^ed " I fear 'twas wrong 

" Such eheerfiil words to borrow ; 
" Dearest, a sweeter, sadder song 
" I '11 sing to fliee to-morrow." 

I tlianked her, but I could not say 

That I was glad to hear it : 
I left the house at break of day, 

And did not venture near it 
Till time, I hoped, had worn away 

Her griei^ for nought conld cheer it. 

My dismal sister ! Couldst thou know 
The wretched home thou keepest ! 

Thy brother, drowned in daily woe, 
Is thankfiil when thou deepest ; 

For if I laugh, however low, 
"When thou 'rt awake, thou weepest ! 
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ULLAHCHOLEI^A. 

I took my sinter, t'other day 
(Bscuse the slang expression), 

To Sadler's Wells, to see the play. 
In hopes the new impression 

Might, in her thoughts, from grave to gay 
Effect some slight digression. 

I asked three friends of mine, from town. 

To join us in our folly. 
Thinking their mirth might serve to drown 

My sister's melancholy : 
The lively Jones, the sportive Brown, 

And Eobinson the jolly. 

The maid announced the meal in toneft 
Which I myself had taught her. 

Meant to allay my sister's moans, 
Like oil on troubled water ; 

I rushed t« Jones, the lively Jones, 
And begged him to escort her, 

" K I be he so honoured," 
Cried Jones, in accents cheerl\il, 

" Allow me, Miss !" — She raised her head, 
All woe-begone and tearful — 

"Iflbehe" — "Boo-hoo!" she said: 
Matters veie growing fearfiil ! 
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KBL ANCa OLBTTA . 

I urged, " You're wasting time, you know ; 

Delay will spoil the veniBon." 
" Jf y heart is wasted with my woe ! 

There is ' I stood in Venice, on 

The Bridge of Sighs!'" she muttered low 

From Byron and from Tennyson. 

I need not tell of soup and fiah 

In solemn silence swallowed, 
The sobs that ushered in each dish. 

And ite departure followed. 
Nor yet my suicidal wish 

To 6e the cheese I hollowed. 

Some desperate attempts were made 

To start a cosversation i 
" Pray, Miss," the lively Jouee essayed, 

" Which kind of recreation. 
Hunting or fishing, have yon made 

Tour special occupation ?" 

Her lips curved downyard instantly, 

As if of India-rubber, 
" Hounds in full ay, I like," Mid she, 

(Oh how I longed to snub her!) 
" Of fish, a whale 's the one for me. 

It ia 10 full of blvhhar .'" 
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The mght'a performance was " King John 
"It's dull," shd wept, "and so bo!" 

Awhile I let her tears flow on, 

She Baid " They soothed her woe bo ! '* 

At length the curtain rose upon 
" fiombaatea Farioso," 

In vain I roared; : in vain I tried- 

To rouse her into lau^ter : 
Her pensive glances wandered wide 

From orchestra to rafter — 
" 2i'«- upon ti«r !" she said, and sighed. 

And silence followed after. 

That very hour I laid a plan. 

In utter desperation, 
And felt myself another man 

By fond anticipation ; 
And, ere the morrow mom began. 

Had reached the railway station. 

Since then, though I (an scarce afford 

(I took so little money) 
To pay for lodgings or for board. 

For butter or for honey. 
Sly spirits are bo far restored, 

Sometimes I 'm almost IkDny. 
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XELAVCHOLETTA . 

I live by hook, or else by crook : 

I lodge at preseat op a 
Two-atory back ; my faToarite book 

Is Uortin Farquhar Tupper : 
Uy landlady, a famous cook, - 

FrioB bacon for my supper. 

But if my supper U not light — 

A pardonable blunder 
In one whose youthful appetite 

Can no way be kept under — 
Why, then she comes in dreams at night, 

A ^ht of fear and wonder ! 

But yesterday I tried a slice 

Of melon, and I eat a 
Large quantity, it proved bo nice — 

That night in dreams I met her ! 
Green as a melon, cold as ice — 

"Dearest!" she moaned, "art better? 
Thy melon I — will that suffice ? 

Or must I add choletta ?" 
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CHORUS: SOPHOCLES' " ANTIGONE."— 944- tf 7. 
ErXa Kai &ayaas oSipafiOV (pug. 



TTTHEN Danae pined concealed in braas-bound cell, 

' ' She BtrOTc to bid celestial light farewell; 
"Whilst in Bepulchral cave she lay confined, 
At Heaven's high will her freedom she resigned. 
Tet hononred, my daughter, in that pain 
Keceired the seed of Zens in golden rain. 
But Fate preserves a certain direful power 
From which nor rain nor Ares' might, nor tower, 
Nor sharp-prowed ships that lash the foaming sea 
. 'With black-stained keek, can ever safely flee ; 
And Dryaa' son, Edonia's mighty lord, 
Fast-bound to rock at Dionysus' word. 
Then sadly plucked dire madness' bitter flower 
And learned too late to dread great Bacchus' power. 
He planned to stop the Thyiad's heavenly choir; 
Nay, impious ! tried t« quench celestial fire. 
He galled (presumptuous man ! ) with biting tengue 
The God-bom Muses, lovers of the song. 
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By the Cyanean deeps of double sea 
Lie shores of Bosphorus resounding &ee. 
There Thracian Salmydessns proudly swellB, 
Aud near the city warlike Ares dwells ; 
"Who saw Idaia (crud dame ! ) bestow 
Blindly on Fhineus' sons, the deadly blow, 
"While in the wretched circles of their eyes 
With bloody bands she oft her shuttle dyes. 
They wretched pine away and weep too late, 
"With bitter teaia, their mother's better fat«. 
She, owning great Erechtheus' ancient blood. 
Was reared in caves, remote &om man's abode, 
And Boreas dwelt femiliar with the blast 
Swift footed nymph ! (the steed was not bo fast) 
Child of the gods, the lofty hills she scaled. 
But e'en o'er her eternal Fates prevailed. 

A. H. B. 
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'( T8 there no hope beyond the lonely tomb ?" 
-'- With feinting heart a dying pUgrim cried ; 
"When Faith reviving thus to him replied : — 
" YeB, there is hope : though in this vale of gloom 
Blind man untaught must fail to read Mb doom, 
For mortal vision never hath descried 
The heavenly shore ; yet faith divine hath tried 
The venturoos height, whence lands celestial loom." 
The pilgrim heard, and cried with panting heart : — 
" I see yon spreading fields, yon happy realms ; 
I hear sweet angels chant their songs of love 
Be-echoed through the heavens by all the blest — 
Such sight of bliss with joy my heart o'erwhelms : 
grant me angels' wings to soar above ! " 
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TRINITY CLOISTERS. 



TTTHEN the nuxoi ridee high in glory, and the night is 
* ' hashed and still, 

'Mid the pilluB as I 'wander, changing thonghte my memoiy 
fill: 



ThonghtA of those who there before me paced the echoing 

cloister stone ; 
Wond'ring thoughts (tf those to follow when my steps have 

paaa^ and gone. 

Not alone I seem to wander — figurea ever haunt the place : 
Newton, with the light of science beaming in his ha{s;aTd 

face; 



Then the sage, whom most I worship — he, of intellect 

Bupreme, 
Stalks beside me, all enBhrouded in some philosophic dream. 
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76 TRINITT CLOIflTBttS. 

After him the dry old lawyer, who was aye his bitterest foe ; 
Even now he scowls upon hiin hate that only rivals know. 

Donne, compoeing graceful stanzas, set in some fimtastic 

strain ; 
Herbert, wrapt in holy thought, and Dryden, paae and pass 

Then a laugh Uiat echoes strangely, tossed from pillar back 

to wall. 
And a noisy group rush gaily through the screens and past 

the halt. 

And amid them flashing, jeering, brilliant, bitter, wild with 

spleen, 
Byron — venting all bis anger on some IHgid senior Dean. 

Sneering at some would-be TuUy who had dared to raise 

his eyes 
To the most audacious limit of a " Declamation Prize !" 

Then in some dark comer brooding stands in silent reverie 
Porson, meditating canons on the use of oii and ^^. 

And again —for thoughts, deling all tbe bounds of misty 

Crowd more thickly on my spirit, and my eyes are moist 
with tears — 



u.g.t.r6=.i. Google 



There I aee him etand— the Princely — who ehall never more 

be seen 
In the cloiatere of our college, or the palace of our Queen. 

Loved by all who knew him living, lost to all who mourn 

him dead: 
She bewails a parted Consort; we lament a noble Head. 

Best his dust ! But what fair spirit would my lighter fan- 
Ah ! 't ia true, that poet's adage, " Pity is akin to love." 

All my " ancients" melt before it, unsubstantial shades of 

men 
Melt int« the cold mist, creeping slowly to me from the fen. 

And my own, my loved -one's image brightens, brightens in 

my view, 
And I trace the moments backward to the hour we kissed 

" Adieu !" 

Then I hurry to my chamber, nerved and strong for manly 

toU, 
Sowing in the fields of labour hope to reap love's harvestr 

spoil. 
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78 TBINITV CLOISTERS. 

Thus the hours pass into morumg, till from Uary's belhy 

height 
Sounds, tuuid the cloister pillars, a most musical Good night. 

Trinity Coli^, Cambbidoe. A. m" 
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INCONSTANCY. 



TTIW AS on the evening of a day 

-'- "Which I in love had dreamt away. 
That fancy led me near a stream 
To which, the dueky leaves between, 
A single moonbeam here and there 
Seemed an inconstant love to ewear. 
And, as I gazed, I wondered why 
Snch brilliant gems desert their eky. 
To linger for one moment where 
Too soon is felt such blank despair 
As found an echo in my sighs. 
When, Maude ! thou didst withdraw thine eyee, 
Whose beaming lore hath traced in gold 
One ehort-Iired hour of joys untold. 
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A VALENTINE. 



TN the spring the merry birds 

J- Trill their loves firom tree to tree ; 

mine Ellen, hear my words : 
I would live and die for thee. 

Sweeter than a silver bell 

Bdng the changes of thy name : 

EUen, Nellie, Ellie, NeU ; 
But the maiden ie the same. 

1 would love, and bve for thee, 
I will love thee, till I die ; 

Waft a kindly thought to me 
As the spring-tide flutters by. 
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THE BATTLE OF LIFE. 

/~1 ATHER'D upon an unfamiliar spot, 

^ Gazing in gloom upon the dying sun, 

We took a respit« from the roaring vorld. 

Om dear old yearo of osefulness were fled, 

And boyhood, shuddering, into manhood pass'd. 

Had left out young hearts listless, didl, and chill, 

To iced Ambition's smile and blinding stare. 

Hard by, the wanton Pleasore press'd her cup 

Upon us ; half delirious with a thirst. 

We long'd, like dust-chok'd flowers in June, to quench. 

With draughte of joyanee, youth's light innocence 

And all the happy passions of the boy. 

But though she press'd us as distraught with thirst, 

We were tflo moody for the sabtle fiend. 

And shrank to see the adders of Remorse 

And Uadness wriggling up the chalice Bt«m 

Without, and, 'neath the surface -sparkling wine. 

Despair, like poison, dulling all within. 

And so we would not drink, but drove her off; 

And, tumiug languid to each other, cried : — 

" 80 Love, that throbb'd wild life through our young veii: 

Ah flames will leave tfie log-fire in ttie wood 

To smoulder out beneath the dripping rain. 

Hath left our pulse to flutter till it cease ; 
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Out ashes will be long in getting oold,-F- 

Why die we not at one« ?" Then some one said, 

Lo, I will dng the dying vanior's song, 

That, lorn-left on the battlefield of Life, 

Did yield tbe ghost beneath the Uorning Star." 

And with a low sonorous voioe he sang : — 

I fonght upon the battlefield of life, 

But I &iled; 
Uy heart was pierced with the spear of strife, 

And my spirit quailed. 
The proud came sweeping by. 
Triumphant in their victory ; 
Their horses' hoofa were on my ehatter'd breast. 

But all unhail'd 

They let me lie 
Beneath the sky alone. 
Strange corpses round me strown. 
With inner agony posscss'd 

Inaudibly I waii'd. 
As I shrank aghast from the fixM stare 
Of tronkless heads, and the hideous glare 
Of the- light upon the armless hands. 
And the broken limbs that lay around 
Steep'd in the gore of the reeking ground, 
And the silent armour's gleams. 

Slow crept the day ; 
The breezes hung upon the lands. 

And qoiTer'd as in dreams. 
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THE BATTLB OF LIFK, 

O'ercome with pain, I Bwoon'd away. 
Ab I awoke, the great red eon weut down ; 
HiB glory traii'd along from hill to hill, 
'Mid the dim lands, until iar off it died. 

And all was atill. 
Then night clos'd ou the twilight, like the firown 
Of gather'd years upon a vaniah'd joy. 
Then came the clash of cymbal, harp, and horn. 
Triumphant oa the breezea borlie 

Across the battlefield. 
I waited the coming of Death alone : 

I raie'd me on my shield, 
And tum'd to the forme that round me lay, 
The thoughtless heads and clods of clay, 
Half seen in the dusk beneath the sky — 
They were all life at the dawn of day I 
A noiseless tear stood in mine eye : 
I gazed into the silent night. 
Where isle on isle of living light 
Peer'd through the boundless blue ; 
And, quivering o'er the sunken sun, 

Beheld the Morning Star. 
Whereat an inner impulse thrill'd me Uurougb, 
A quenchless thirst within me grew, 

That I could not allay ; 
I burst into a bitter cry : — 

' God, that I might die ! ' 
And pass'd away." 
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84 THB BATTLE OF LIFE. 

He sang, oad we the last tines with him sang, 

And at the cloee, repeating, sang again 

In whiBper'd chorus, while the noiseless moon 

Dipp'd down into the Bonset-flush below. 

Then, all at once, with passion struck, we cried : — 

" The warrior fought the battle to the end. 

And perish'd, propp'd upon a broken shield, 

With eyes love-feasting on the Morning Star. 

So we will fight it out rmio the end ; 

Drive forth the wanton Pleasure to the wild ; 

Be loyal Mends unto our veriest foes, 

And take them by the right-hand, though the left 

Swing ronnd a hidden da^er on our brow. 

We will be true men to our liege lord. Love ; 

Bear forth his banner through a heartless world 

That knows him not, triumphant o'er uLen's scorn, 

And flaunt it in their faces till we die ; 

For this is but the purpose of a man : 

To fling free-haaded to a famiah'd world 

The seeds of Love he gather'd while a boy ; 

And live, self- vanquish' d, in his neighbour's life, 

Of joy or sorrow, till he meet with Death. 

So we will live, atannch warriors to the end, 

Until, hard- wounded on the field of Life, 

Propp'd up, half-fainting, on a broken shield. 

We perish, gazing on the Morning Star I" 

Otcmtland. 

St. John's Coll., Oxford. Akthub Towgood. 
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THE SECRET. 



TTOW ■would I sing theo, Bweet love of mme 
J"»- With silver voice, and a harp of gold ; 
K a breath of the music and song divine 

Were wafted to me from the men of old. 
For my heart it is bursting with love of thee, 

With love of thee that can never be told : 
Let it beat, let it bound with the love of thee, 

But it cannot be told, it cannot be told. 

And this is the secret so sweetly hid 

In the passionate hearts of the blushing roses ; 
And this is the secret the petal-lid 

Of the ringing hyacinth-bell encloses. 
And the eglantine opens a yearning heart 

To the sweet spring wind on the lonely wold ; 
But it dies, ere its wordless tale it impart, 

For it cannot be told, it cannot be told. 
VOL. m. H 
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THK •HCHBT. 

And this is the secret that music longs 

To tell, in its rwn of ineffable words ; 
Yes, this ia the Beeret that moans in its songs. 

And sobs and shivers to resonant chords. 
For the strings they may strive to tell the tale 

In melody plaintive, and wild, and bold ; 
They may throb like an angel's heart, but they fail. 

For it cannot be told, it cannot be told. 

And this is the secret the white moon knows : 

Pale she is with some love divine ; 
-But her heart is as red as the red, red rose. 

And drank with exotic, etberial wine. 
And the beating stars of the azure air 

(How can we, how can we deem them cold ?] 
Beat but celestial love to declare, 

But it cannot be told, it cannot be told. 

And it cannot be told, O maiden, maiden — 
This infinite, aoguishing love of mine ; 

For the casket, my heart, it is laden, is laden 
With the jewel it opens and dies to enshrine ; 

Uy heart it is bursting with love of thee, 
With the jewel it opens and dies to enfold; 

Uy heart it is breaking with love of thee, 
. Too great to be told, too great to be told. 
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IT IS THE TIME FOR HOLIEST PRATER. 



IT is the time for holiest praj'er and paalm, 
When the night hreeze wakes to low melodicB 
The siimmer'B whispering leaves 
In arched wood bowers dim. 

When, gently stealing through the roof that throbs 
And quivers to the sound in harmony, ' 

The moonbeams &etwork weave 

Of wierd and doubtful light. 



For then the spirit's upward w 

Joins the sweet chorus of the starry quire, 

Whose silver lamps are lit 

Upon the dark blue roof 

Of that high fane where Nature worships aye, 
When the mom glimmers on the mnilirig sea, 
When bums the noontide sun, 
And through night's solemn hours. 
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re IS TEE Tim FOR noLixst pkiteb. 

And 't is a time for lofty antbems clear, 
When the blasts bend the grants of the wood, 

And o'er the gloomy eky 

The clouds are roving wild. 

"When inland 'mid the pine grove's lofty shrine 
. Sonnd hymna like voice of the deep-murmuring waves, 
Ifature's cathedral chant 
In awful monotone. 

When, 'stead of placid stars, the livid flash 

Of Heaven's bright sword drawn from its cloudyaheathr 

And the loud thunder's voice 

Browning the spheric chant, 

Blinde the weak eyes and Mghts the deafened ears ; 
When moonlit ripples no more lave the shore, 

But o'er the glimmering cliffs 

Fast flies the stormy epraj'. 

For though each hour of every day be holy. 
Though aye should rise our constant praise on high, 

Tet the night's solemn spell 

Will wake the holiest song. 
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" Seeking reat snd finding qi 



T lEE a mist of peBtilence 
■" Bolls up a c«sselees ciy, 
BoUs up to the gates of Qod 

From a lost hmnanity : 
Bometimee with a passionate duiek, 

Sometimes with, a heanng sigh. 

" Best we ask erexmore, 

And there cometh answer none i 
WUl never the hopeless day. 

The laylese night be done ? 
Beet from the cold of &e cruel world, 

From our own soul's burning sun ! 
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" Yea, the world is all dreary and chill. 
And the same from pole to pole : 

We hate the glare of the day. 
The night- worlds aa they roll 

Look down with the eyes of fiends, 
With a power to reach the soul. 

" The fire of impassioned woe, 
The heat of a dull despair. 

Scorn of others and scorn of ourselves. 
The breath of~a poisoned air : 

Is there remission from these ? 
Is there a Rest, and where ? 

" Pleasares of life ! What are they ? 

Dead ashes upon the lips ! 
And Sopea ? The deluding draught 

That the craving spirit sips ! 
The mirage of the desert of Earth 

While Heaven is in eclipse. 

" Thus, thus we live on our life, 
Nothing but folly and woe — 
What is there beyond and above ?. 
And what beyond and below ? 
Is it worse thus dying or dead ? 
Is it worse to stay or to go ? 
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" We would die if we knew the land 
That the sjHiit ent«ruth 
Whea the grave hath covered the heart, 

Trozen the stream of breath : 
Weary and careless of life 

We cower, and tremble at death. 

" We have heard of Bliasfiil isles, 
No t«BT8, no toil, no strife ; 
The lie of a baseless dream, 

DespMT'B last grasp at life ; 

The vain fond hope of the doomed 

Beneath the upraised knife ! 

" Rest, Rest! it is evermore, 

And there cometh answer none — 

Will never the hopeless day 
And the rayless night be done ? 

Rest, rest from the bitter cold, 
Seat from the burning sun !" 

II. 



Like the sweet trimnphant swell 

Of pnuee from a holy choir — 
Like the rolling music struck 

From angel harps of fire— 
Another strain I can hear 

To the gates of God aspire. 
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" Beet, rest ! it is eveimoie, 

But a happier cadence now — 
Rest, rest ! Fatlier in Heaven, 

To whom archangels bow. 
And veil — so high by thy throoe. 
And we on earth so low. — 

" Yet we, so lowly and frail, 

Stamped with the stain of sin. 

Dare, for the love thou gavest. 
Breech to enter in; 

Best, rest, the rest eternal, 
The rest of heaven to win ! 

" We might dread for that stain of sin, 
So dark, so deep, so wide ; 

The fiend has his whispers of doubt. 
Still lying as he lied : 

But worthless, lost of ourselves, 
We live by Him that died ! 

" Bright be our hopes as the beams 

In yon ethereal span ! 
Look up, lost man ! to Heaven, 

Heaven looketh down to man : 
The stars are gazing on us 

With blessing, not with ban. 
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" yre aee with, the Bpirit'a eye 
The heavenly holy land ! 

Where He with the rireD side. 
He with the pierced hand. 

The BaTionr, mighty in love, 
Welcomes his saygd band ! 

" Soon the angels' songs will Bound, 
Cometh the dawning beam ! 
The dark and the cloudy day 

Will soon be gone as a dream, 
The moimtains of promise appear 
By the crystalline stream. 

" Joy ! for our rest at hand, 
Joy ! for the end of fears : 

Joy ! for the end of weeping, 
The death of sinful years ; 

The plains of Heaven are open, 
The muHic fills our eats ! 

" Hpme ! 'mid the great Immortals, 
The armies of the blest ! 
Crowned with the stars of morning, 

In Ch)d's white glory diest ; 

Where never augbt assaileth 

The weary at their Bestl" 



,.1. Google 



CHEI8TMA8 DAY. 



" Glory U> Qod in the highest, pence on earth, good will 
toworda men." 



REJOICE on the festal day ! 
imoice for the Saviour's birth 1 
With the heartfelt song of a gratefiil tangue. 

Yet not with unseemly mirth ; 
With welcome kind, and buried wrongs, 
Rejoice throughout the earth. 

Bejoicel Rejoice! 

Rejoice, thoa sceptred king ! 

For a greater than thou in heaven 
For thee to fill, for good or ill. 

An earthly throne has given ; 
And 'gainst thy foes, without His aid, 

In vain would'st thou have Btriven. 
Rejoice! Rejoice! 
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GKBmTM&S S&T. 

S^oice, thou humble serf! 

For poorer by far waa He : 
A manger hia bed, He was bom and bred 

With parentB of low degree ; 
Aud fishermen, meanly clad, He chose 

H'l miniBters to he. 

Bejoice! Rejoice! 
B^oice, then sorrowing heart ! 

Cast off thy fell despair ; 
from heaven He came, in mortal frame 

Thy bitter woes to share. 
Whose least was as the greatest pang 

Of all thou hast to bear. 

Eejoiee! Rejoice! 
Bejoice, ye sick and maimed t 

Though your anguish is at its height; 
Remember how He made the blind to see. 

The lame to walk aright. 
The dumb to speak, and e'en the dead 

Restored to life and light. 

Rejoice'. Rejoice! 
Rejoice, then, all mankind ! 

With kindly hearts, and true, 
Praise Christ the Lord, who did afford 

This day such grace to you. 
By the thought of sUch mercies manifold, 

Your former lives renew. 

Rejoice ! Rqoice ! 
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96 CHEISTltiS D*¥. 

Sejoice, then, all tbe 'world ! 

Join all the glorious cry, 
As wlien their Bong tbe heavenly throng 

Outpoured throughout the sky : 
" tlood-will toward men, and peace oa earth 

To all eternity !" 

Rejoice! iUjoice! 

OwEL Coll. W. H. C. 
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THE FRESHMAN'S DREAM. 



'rp WA8 midnight, and Smalls were now over, and i 

-'- Rolled restless my head on my pillow ; 
For classical laurels (that ov&tgrem fry) ■ 
Like Tantalus' pippins, did far from me fly. 
And left me but cypresB and willow ! 

" Then I saw in my dream," as John Bunyan remarks 

(That pink of Cromwellian decorum), 
A mighty assembly of gtave-visaged clerks, 
In spectacles, chokers, and white woollen sarks, 

With long beards and long parchments before 'em. 

They argued and wrangled, this graTe-Tisaged hostf 

Like a church choir of ravens a-rowing; 
And each in his turn made his brag and his boast 
That Am was the meed for excelling the most 
In the world-renowned science of ploughing. 
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98 THE PKESHUAN'S SSEIU. 

First rose a tall form, with imperial brow 

(I had ne'er seen a. vaster or maseier). 
There lines of deep thought were engraven, below 
HIb eye-balls shone out with a fised, chilling glow, 
Like the light of the moon on a glacier. 

Slow spoke he — his voice, deep and measured in tonSr 

Sank into the ear Like a hammer : — 
' ' Spite of cribs and of notes, I shall still be unknown. 
Thus bulwarked by ramparts far stronger than stone. 

Of pathless translation and grammar. 

" I laugh when I think how the Qermauized throng 

(Assistance, be sure, I give thtm none) 

Spin dull explanations, as misty and long 

As the opening chorus recited sing-song 

By the scouts in my own Agamemnon. 

" But now my gay readers, these twistings and erooks 

Too tongh for their scholarship finding. 
Desist from the task with dissatisfied looks, 
And, like my Prometheus, in reading their books, 
Can never get over the binding ! 

" To me then the meed ! For while .^scHYtra reigns 

' Testamurs' are but a phentasma; 
And still shall the Schools, o'er these ' slow-eofKAtnjr* 

trains. 
Re-echo unnumbered disconsolate strains, 
But no a.vi\^Spov ytkaaixtx^ 
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THE FBESHMAK S BBEAU. 99 

He ceased ; and a youth with a soft ailTer tongue 
Eose next Mm — like him there were few there. 
On his features such beauty and gentleness hung, 
He seemed like Melancthon, the fair and the young, 
By the side of the labour- worn tuther. 

" Tour pardon, great air, if your feelings I vex ; 
Of your laurels I wish not to prig any ; 
But it strikes me that many whom yoit don't perplex. 
Stick fast in the chorus of (Edipus Bex, 
Or the fimeral hymn of Antigone. 

" Besides, you foi^t, I'm as badly off quite 

As a freshman without any eox'n : 
Knch ploughing ia fairly put out of my Edght, 
Since that fool of an Ajax, out larking at night, 
Has just been and killed all my oxen !" 

" Hold hard !" quoth a third, with a pale vacant face. 

And a voice with a sprinkle of gall in it ; 
Tor when on my page their attention they place 
To £nd out my meaning, it brings but disgrace. 
Because there 's no meaning at all in it. 

" Who runs through my works, be he strong as 'Kan 
Friday,' 
Or swift as the courier Fhidippides, 
He '11 Ml, though his numing were ever so tidy ; ■■ 
Let him tackle the Troades, try HeracHdie, 
And then dare to laugh at Ettbifides '. 
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" But who makes m*: out, may Vice-ChanceUor Miaoa 

Consign him to tar Otaheite ! 
I feel quite as proud now of each silly line, as 
In old days of ' Eupobs atque CratiQUS 

' Aristophoneeque poette.'" 

Then up rose a scholar, vith long flowing halt 

Unmarred by pomatum and brushes ; 
He smoothed down his robe with a Provost-Hke air. 
And settled his ehaplet, of garden-flowers rare. 

Inwoven with Uantuan rushes. 

" Come, come !" he began, in a musical voice, 

" My masters of Bacchic and Orgic, 
You 've given to ploughing (then wherefore 'rejoice ?) 
But a line here and there (aye, and they not too choice). 

While with me it has got a whole Georgic. 

" If you look here, you '11 see (for my ink never fades), 

Written ' voce testatur per umbras ' — 
Which means — ' e, tettaittur in classical thadt» 
Is by my ' vwd voce ' kept off from, those blades 

Whose dulneaa would otherwise cumber us,' " 

Up jumped a tall figure, as stiff as the dead, 

Who seemed full well practised to wrangle ; 
So hastily he to his argument sped. 
That slap through a circle he bundled his head. 
And knocked down a vertical angle. 
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THE FBESHMiN'a SRRAM. 101 

"Why, ■why," he exclaimed, " do ye 4jt«ir« at each other, 

Pight fWtnde, and produe* all these rumpiisaes ? 

Te angles oltwe, pray have done with your pother, 

Ton can 't prove the thing either one way or t'other. 

Although it 's as plain aa my compasses ! 

" For axiom* are mine to which Antony's fight 
Was an easily-solved proposition; 
And problems that seem prohlematieal quite, 
And postulates expoitviaiion that blight. 
And tndefimte dtfinition. 

" Corollaries worse than Sabrina's I own. 
And Scholia more old than a fossil is; 
And last and not least (worth a host e'en alone). 
That Kubicon ' bridge ' t» Oxonians well known. 
That pair of tight trousers — isosceles ! 

" One only successor I 've had on the earth. 

Who hath puzzled and tortured all men so — 
A swell in the Church (pay the due to his worth!) 
Presiding just now o'er a small spot of earth 
Out at Natal — they call him Colenao." 

A gianMike shade, as ho spake, through the throng 

Stalked in, and looked round on them all ; 
Like a woman it seemed — hut with hair grey and long, 
A gown black as midnight, a voice like a gong, 
A coal-scuttle bonnet, and shawl. 
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102 THE FRBSOHtN S BKBAH. 

'* Be silent," ahe cried, " with your jangling and row. 

Peace, peace ! every over-bold prater ; 
Do homage with awe, aa ye gaze on this biow. 
To her who alone finds you sustenance now, — 
The plougher- in- chief, Auu Ka.tes! 

" I tell ye, my system hath one wonder more 

Than Athens or Kome could e'er cram in her* ; 
All ploQgbing utensUa in claBSical lore 
Are nonght to the patent I ever adore — ' 
The faces of these my Examiners ! 

" Those Qorgon-Iike glances each fame-seeking soul 

Benumb with their influence petriflc ; 
Not Cerberus' self kept more rigoious toll — 
Begone, ye vaiu fools ! ye may search to the Pole, 
Ere ye find me a power more terrific !" 

8he spake, and the throng fled away with a scream, 
Throngh rents in my bliud the warm sunlight did 

stream, 
I started from slumber — "audio! 'twas a dream." 
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ONCE in Judah dwelt a mother 
In whose womb an infant lay, 
While her husband and bis brother 
With Fhilistia's hosts join'd fray. 

Proudly through her halls she wander'd — 

Lady of a priestly line, 
And upon the glory ponder'd 

Wbicb on Fhinebas' race should shine. 

And, I ween, there floated o'er her 

Visions of a future day. 
When her aon should stand before her 

Clad in all the priest's array. 

But she knew not God's displeasure 

Rested upon Eli's race. 
Who for lust and lawless treasure 

Had proffin'd his holy place. 
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Lo ! a man with steps unsteady 

To the city drawcth nigh, 
And the watcher tastes already 

Of the sweets of victory. 

Eut his words are all of slaughter — 
Israel's ark in Bagon's fane, 

And that many a Hebrew's daughter 
Must bewail her lov'd ones sluin. 

Ho alone, of all the number 
■Who were yestermorn so hale 

But are now wrapt in death's slumber, 
Still aurvives to tell the tale. 



Through her frame then shot the anguish 

Of a woman in her pain, 
And she laid her down to languish. 

Ne'er, alas ! to rise again. 

"Words lite these were vainly spoken : — 
"Fear not, thou hast bom a sou !" 

For the widow's heart was broken, 
Aud she would not look thereon j 

But eKclaim'd, "Alas, that story 

Of the captur'd ark of God ! 
Faded is our nation's gloiy : 

Let his name be Ichabod !" 
Bbasenose College. ^ 
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HUMAN LIFE. 



* S God ordains the Mils and plains 
-^ Now joyful, and now sad. 
So to man'a breaet He sends, as best, 
Things grievous and things glad. 

As Summer's heat gives Autumn's wheat, 

Winter prepares the ground. 
While laughing Spring doth flowers bring. 

So human life runs round. 

First childhood's flowers, its mirthful honra ; 

Then manhood's ardent prime, 
"When firm the root ; then ripening fruit, 

'Gainst Autumn's golden time; 

Last, hoary age, matnre and sage, 

Slends teaching with advice ; 
Checking the weeds which choke the seeds. 

With grave Experience' voice. 
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STOLEN WATERS. 



THE light was faint, and warm the air 
That breathed arotmd the place ; 
And she was lithe, and tall, and fair, 
And with a wayward grace 
Her queenly head she bare. 

With glowing cheek, with gleaming eye, 

She met me on the way : 
My spirit owned the witchery 

"Within her smile that lay : 
I followed her, I knew not why. 

The trees were thick with many a fimit. 
The graas with many a flower ; 

Uy soul was dead, my tongue was mute. 
In that accursed hour. 

And, in my dream, with silTery voice, 
She said, or seemed to eay, 

-"Youth is the season to rejoice;" — 
I could not choose hut stay, 
I could not say her nay. 
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STOLEN WAIBBB. 

She plucked a branch above her head, 

With rareet fruitage laden : 
" Drink of the juice, Sir Knight," she said, 

" 'Tis good for knight and maiden." 

Oh, blind mine eye that would not trace — 

And deaf mine eat that would not heed— 
The mocking smile upon her face, 
The mocking yoice of greed 1 

I drank the juice, and straightway felt 

A fire within my brain ; 
My soul within me seemed to melt 

Tn sweet delirioue pain. 

" Sweet is the stolen drau^t," she said, 
" Hath sweetness stint or measure ? 

Pleasant the secret hoard of bread; 
What bars us &om our pleasure ? " 

" Yea, take we pleasure while we may," 

I heard myself replying ; 
In the red sunset, f^ away, 

Uy happier life was dying : 
My heart was sad, my voice was gay. 
TOL. m. X 
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And unawares, I knew not how, 
I Mssed her dainty finger-tips, 

I kissed her on the lily biow, 
I kissed her on tie false, fidse lipa — 

That burning kias, I feel it now ! 



" True love gives true love of the best : 
Then take," I cried, " my heart to thee !' 

The very heart from out my breast 
I plucked^ I gave it willingly : 
Her very heart she gave to me~ 

Then died the glory from the west. 



In the gray light I saw her &ce, 
And it was withered, old, and grey ; 

The firaits were rotting in their place. 
The flowers were fading where we lay, 
Were fading with thu fading day. 



Forth from her, like a hunted deer, 

Through all that ghastly night I fled, 
And still beside me seemed to hear 

Her fierce unflagging treed : 
And scarce drew breath for fear. 
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Tet marked I well how strangely seemed 

The heart vitlmi my breast to sleep : 
Silent it lay, or bo I dreamed, 
With never a throb or leap. 

For here was now my heart, she said, 

The heart that once had been mine own : 
And in my breast I bore instead 
A cold, cold heart of atone. 
So grew the morning overhead. 

The sun shot downward through the trees - 

HiE old &iniliaT flame ; 
All ancient sounds upon the breeze 

From copse and meadow came — 

Eat I was not the same. 

They call me mad : I smile, I weep, 

Uncaring how or why ; 
Yea, when one's heart is laid asleep, 

What better than to die ? 
So that the grare be dark and deep. 

To die ! to die ? And yet, methinks, 

I drink of llfb to-day, 
Deep as the thirsty traveller drinks 

Of fountain by the way: 
My voice is sad, my heart is gay. 
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■When yesterevc was on the wane, 
I heard a clear voice singing ; 

So Bweetly, purely, like the rain. 

My happy tears were springing : 

Hy human heart returned again. 

" A rosy child, 
Bitting and singing, in a garden &ir. 

The joy of hearing, seeing, 

The simple joy of heing — 
Or twining rosebuds in the golden hdr 

That ripples free and wild. 

" A sweet, pale child — 
Wearily looking to the purple west — 

"Waiting the great For-ever 

That suddenly shall sei-er 
The cruel ehaina that hold her from her rest 

By earth-joys unbeguiled. 

" An angel-child — 

Gazing with living eyes on a dead face : 
The mortal form forsaken, 
That none may now awaken. 

That lieth, painless, moveless in her plaee. 
As though in death she smiled ! ' 
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STOLEN WAIEBS. 

" Be as a child — 

So shalt thou sing for very jo}^ of breath — 
So ahalt thou wait thy dying, 
In holy transport lying — 

80 pass rejoicing through the gate of death,. 
In garment undefiled." 

Then call me what they will, I know 

That DOW my soul la glad : 
If this be madness, better bo, 

Far better to be mad, 
Weeping or smiling as I go. 

For if I weep, it is that now 

I Bee how deep a loss is mino, 
And fbel how brightly round my brow 

The coronal might shine. 
Had I but kept mine early tow : 

And if I smile, it is that now 

I see the promise of the years — 
The garland waiting for my brow, 
That must bo won with teas, 
"With pain — ^with death — I care not how. 
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rOETA PIT, NON ITASCITUB. 



« TTOW ehall I be a poet ? 

■*-^ How ehall I write in rhyme ? 
You told me once the very wifih 

' Partook of the aublime : ' 
Then tell me how ! don't pnt me off 

With your 'another time' ! " 

The old man emiled to see him, 

To hear his sadden sally ; 
He liked the boy to speak his mind 

Enthuaiaatically : 
And thought, ' there 'b no hnm-dnun in him, 

' Nor any shilly-shally.' 

" And would you bo a poet 

Before you 've been to school ? 
Ah, well I I hardly thought you 

80 absolute a fool. 
First learn to be spasmodic — 

A very simple rule. 
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"For first you write a sentence. 

And then you chop it small ; 
Then mix the hits, and sort them out, 

Just as they chance to fall : 
The order that they come in 

Don't signify at all. 

" Then if you 'd be impreBeire, , 

Bemember what I say, 
That abstract qnalities begin 

With capitals alway : 
The True, the Good, the Beautiful, 

Those are the things that pay. 

"Next, when you are describing 

A shape, or sound, or tint. 
Don't state the matter plainly, 

But put it in a hint ; 
And leom to look at all things 

With a sort of mental squint." 

" For instance, if I wished, sir. 

Of mutton-pies to tetl, 
Should I say ' dreams of fleecy flocks 

' Pent in a wheaten cell ? ' " 
"Why, yes," the old man said, "thatphrasc 

" Would answer very well. 
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rOEIA FIT, NON 

"Then fourthly, there are epithets 

That Hwit with any word — 
As well as Hairey'e Bfiading Sauce 

"With flah, or flesh, or bird— 
Of these, ' wild, lonely, weary, strange,' 

Arc much to he preferred." 

" And will it do, will it do 

To take them in a lump. 
As 'the wild man went hie weary way 

To a Etrangc and lonely pump'?" 
" Nay, nay ! you must not hastily 

To snch condu^ons jump. 

" Such epithets, like pepper, 
Give zest to what you write, 

And, if yon strew them sparely. 
They whet the appetite ; 

Dut if you lay them on too thick, 
You spoil the matter quite. 

" Last, as to the arrangement : 
Your reader, you should show him, 

Must take what information be 
Can get, and look for no im- 

-mature disclosure of the drift 
And purpose of your poem. 
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POEIA FIT, HOK ITASCmnt. 

" Therefore, to teat his patience — 
How macb be can endnre — 

Mention no places, names, or dates, 
And eTermore be aure 

Throughont the poem to be found 
Consistently obscure. 

" First fix upon the limit 
To which it shall extend : 

Then fill it up witii ' padding ' 
(Beg Bome of any friend) : 

Your great SEFSArroK-aTiUM 
You place towards the end." 

" And what is a Sensation, 
Grandfather, tell me, pray ? 

I think I never heard the word 
So used before to-day : 

Be kind enough to mention one 
' ExempU gratid.'' " 

And the old man, looking aadly 
AcroBB the garden-lawn, 

Where here and there a dew-drop 
Yet glittered in the dawn, 

Said, "Go to.thc Adolphi, 
And see the ' Colleen Bawn.' 
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FOEIA FIT, NON NABCITUE. 

" The word ie dne to Bouclcault — 

The theory is hia, 
Where Life becomes a spasm, 

And History a whiz : 
If that is not Sensation, 

I don't know what it is, 

" Now try your hand, ere fency 
Has lost its present glow " — 

"And then," his grandson added, 
' ' We '11 pnblish it, you know ; 

Qreen cloth — gold-lettered at the back- 
In dnodecimo ! " 

Then proudly smiled that old man 

To see the eager lad 
Bush madly for his pen and ink, 

And for his blotting-pad — 
Snt, when he thought of publiiMng, 

His fitce grew stem and sad. 



,.1. Google 



A FAEEWELL. 



'rniS eve. And all the castellated height 

J- Of grand Helvellyn loomH across the lake, 
"Whose gentle waves and ripples silv'ry whit« 
One after one with ceaseless murmur break 
Upon yon pehhly shore. The autunm sere 
Hath cast his golden garb atbwait the hills, 
Over the ripening corn-fields by the mere, 
Over the ferns and brackens by the rills. 
And oft again yon waving fields of com 
Shall golden grow beneath the Autumn sky. 
And often shall the bracken and the fern 
Their glorious tints unfold all silently ; 
But nevermore for me. Farewell the day 
That I may wander o'er thy moor and fell ! 
That time is gone — those hours are passed away : 
TTUeswat^r, to thee a long &rewell. 
Farewell ! E'en while I speak yon azure sky 
Grows dim and dark before my tearful gaze. 
The rosy hues of evening fade and die, 
And night steals o'er the earth : her gloomy haze 
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S ' A fahrweix. 

Hiding last splendour of the setting sun, 
And cloudfl, whose borrowed crimson seems alway 
To &de unwilling, ere they've scarce began 
To light the remnants of departing day. 

'Tis night. The sun's last golden rays depart 
Betdnd yon hills — ^beneath the Western sea ; 
But never &oai the mirror of my heart 
The memory of that scene effaced can be. 
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IN MEMOEIAM. 



jrpIS eoid that, leaving palaces on higb, 

-'- Angels descend to earth and take the form 
Of mortals, in whose gentlo ministry 
E'en heaven itaelf appears. The bitter storm 
Of worldly strife doth lightly pass them by. 
And grief recedes as wave from rock-bonnd shore. 
Awhile they move among us peacefully, 
Then they are gone. But memory evermore 
Broods o'er the traces of their footsteps bright. 
And silently her tearful tribute pays 
To the lost dear ones, and lone hours of night 
Bring back their well-loved forms before our gaze. 

Ah ! coldly, cheerlessly hath passed each day. 
And dimmer since thy death hath shone yon aun ; 
And what the wonder ? Thou art ta'en away, 
And, gentle lady, surely thou wert one. 

0. C. F. H. A. 
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PAKVA LICET COMPONERE MAGNIS. 



A 8 through the castle gate rides forth the noble knight, 
-^^ Exulting in his raJour, and conscious of his might; 
So doth a larky gownsman turn out at half-past eight 
(Let's hope he'll 'scape the proctor although it's getting 
lat«). 

Aa flees the timorous dove before the hungry kite, 
liow flying low, now soaring high, and lessening from sight 
So doth th' aforesaid gownsman before the proctor &j. 
Bight through the Com, by Ship Street, and Turl Street, 
to the High. 

As' on the flying autclope the Bengal tiger springs. 
And firmly to his struggling and trembling victim clinge ; 
Bo doth a stalwart bnll-dog upon the gownsman fix. 
While he (to use a vulgar phrase) is pitching in like bricks. 
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PiBTA UOET COKFONBBB MASNIi. 121 

Aa Bta^eiing reels the aged tree, when boisteroos winds 

do blow, 
Until at last with one loud crash its glories all lie low; 
So in the gutter, on his back, the stalwart bull-dog lies, 
Moored by the larky gownsman's left-hander, 'twizt the 

As moumeth for his master, on some fell battte-plain. 
The charger, looking on the form he ne'er shall bear again > 
So mourns the proctor for his dog, the marshal for his 

yfhat time the larky gownsman knocks in — though some- 
what late. 
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"PABVA LICET COMPONERE HAGNIS;' 



T.ABTT T G0WS8UAH IN FOE "GEEAT8." 



BESIDE hie opened books he aat, 
Hia pencil in his hand ; 
TfJB ooat was off, but h^ horrid work 

He could not undenttmd ; 
So all he did was light a weed, 
And whistle " la the Strand." 

And in the vislona of &e smoke 

BxEuniners appear : 
ExEuuiiiere, ill-omened men 

(For now the Schools are near). 
He righed a eigh, and took a pull 

(A long one) at his beer. 
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SEaUBL TO "PAKTi LICET." 

He saw the vhite-tied caudidatee 

In the q^uadrai^le etand, 
Some laughed and talked, some nervoos eeemed, 

And some were quite unmanned ; 
He groaned, when he thonght hov eoou 

He'd join that martyr band. 

He saw the parsonage at home, 

He hetml his motheT say, 
" Papa, if I remember right, 

Poor Frederic's in to-day." 
He sighed again, drank off hie beer, 

And threw his weed away. 

And, aa he shut his books, he hummed 

" Away with care and sorrow :" 
He OTidently thought it wrong 

The midnight hours to borrow, 
And so he said, " 'Well, I'll begin 

To read like a brick Sh-morrow." 

ExBTER Coll. E. R. f 
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AN ACROSTIC. 



Tl AIR be the anna that beam on thee, bright be thy 
■»■ ekiea above, 

A 11 bappinesa att«iid tiiy path, all troth, and joy, and love, 
B ight gladsome may thy days pass on tbroogh life's 

long pilgrimage, 
£ arning by virinies here below thine ererlastiiig wage. 
W ear still tiiat smile so debonair, onwriukled be that brow, 
E acb charm adorn thy face and form as they adorn them 

now. 
L ight, peace, and hope, smronnd thy heart, until life's 

closing knell. 
L ady, where'er thy home may be, there, Lady, fare thou 

weU. 

A. M. 
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THE DYING TREE. 



A ganlener, Ijemg once a«ked if he Qiought a tree would die, said, 
" Tea ; I think if b going home." 



""Tia the heaven of floweca you see there." — Song of Siawatha. 



rpHE wintry blaat ie beating cold 
■■- Upon each dying leaf, 
And the tree ie drooping mournfully, 
Ab if in silent grief 

That the sunbeam's welcome smile no mora 

Shall dart its leaves among, 
ISoT e'er the bird's glad matin bynm 

In its green ahrine be sung, — 

No more the bee its shade beneath 
Dream through the sultry day, 

And no more under its cool bonghs 
The village qhildren play. 
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THE DYIKQ- TRBB. 

But there U a legend beautiful 

Told by tte Indian race, 
That flower and leaf when they fede on earth 

Shall bloom in a Eunnier place ; 

Where the hues tiiat are bo fleeting 

In eternal radiance glow. 
And smile upon their early home 

From the "many-coloured bow." 

And it Beema t« me like that legend 

"When, as the leaves grow sere, 
Xhey aay ' the tree is going homo ;' 

For perchance, in a happier sphere, 

In wreaths for the brows of Angels, 

With amaranth entwined, 
Shall brighten again those flowers 

That are strown by earth's chilly wind. 
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SUNSET AT ^BA. 



OKtND, kind Bun, to beam so brightly on me, 
At the still hour of departing day, 
Aa the good ship goea cabniy on her way, 
kind, kind eun, to smile bo sweetly on me ! 

kind, kind ann, to make me fondly think 

Of one in Bpiiit near, though far from sight away ; 
At the last hoar of the dying day, 

To make me think of her on whom I lore to think ! 

A sweet, fond fancy Hteals npon my sonl. 
That thy last beam b shining lovingly. 
As lovingly, on her as now on me. 

Though wide between ns the deep wators roll. 

set not yet ! catoh my look of lore, 
And bear it to her on thy gentle ray, 
That she may think of me, though far away ; 

soothe her sweetly with thy smiles of love ! 
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128 SUHBBT AT SEA. 

Wreathe in h^ hair thy brightest, kmdeat ray, 
I her head witb coronal of gold, 
ronnd her all thy peaceful glory fold, 
n of heaven's own light which ne'er Bhall fade away ! 

BROKE Coll., Oxom. 
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DISILLUSIONISED. 



T PAINTED her a guBhing thing - 
-■- Her years perhaps a score ; 
I little thought to find them 

At least two dozen more ! 
Uy fancy gave her eyes of blue, 

A curling auburn head ; 
I came to find the blue a green, 

The auburn grown to red ! 

I paint«d her a lip and cheek 

In colour like the rose ; 
I little thought the sel&ame hue 

Extended to her nose ! 
I dreamed of rounded features — 

A smile of ready glee^ 
Eut it was not fvi I wanted, 

Nor a grm I hoped to see \ 
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She boxed my ears this monung — 

They tingled very much — 
I ovs that I could wieh her 

A someThat lighter touch : 
And if I were to settle how 

Her charms might be improved, 
I would not have them added to. 

Bat juBt a few removed ! 

She hae the bear's ethereal grace. 

The bland hyena's laogh, 
The footstep of the elephant, 

The neck of the giraffe ; 
I love her still — ^believe it— 

Though my heart its paaoiou hides ; 
She 's all my iimcy painted her, 

Bat oh ! how mnch beudes ! 

Mabch 15th, 1862. 



,.1. Google 



T) AIN, rain, uothing but rain ! 

J-U Kain on the pavement, ^ain on the pane ; 

Whoever goes out in this terrible rain 

la mj/firit Till soon find himself, that 'b quite plain. 

All my teeond aw out in the rain, — 
Old men and young men toiling for gain ; 
For through all my eeoood t^ tastest tain 
Haa never washed out men's love of gain. 

Rain, rain, nothing but rain ! 

Better for those who oan to remmn 

At home, and instead of roaming in vain, 

To send my wh«U through this horrible rain. 
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NO STAR LIGHTS UP ITS LONELY FIBE. 



NO star lights np its lonely fire, 
A solitary gem, 
But soon a myriad answering rays 
Oleam on night's diadem. 

No soft song £oats through the dim grove. 
From hidden songster's throat, 

But soon each poet of the wood 
Wakes a harmonious note. 

On summer ocean^ broad bright breast 

Wave follows wave for ever, 
And thus the music of his song 

flows on and ceases never. 

Ko holy thought e'er dwells alone. 

But to the same still breast 
Soon comes another ; aye there dwell 

Two doves within the nest. 
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KO ST^B LIOHTS UC. li 

The kindly Tord an anewer bringB 

Of the same kindly tone ; 
And, ae it dies, ite echoes wake 

In Bveet Bounds, like ite own. 

The first good deed is the first link 

Of love's own golden band , — 
The spring whence flows the stream that winds 

Through all the thirsty land. 

The cheerfdl ^ance and flash of joy 

Beam on from eye to eye ; 
Kotbing, bow Mr soe'er, is lone. 

All is in harmony. 
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TiEAR Mend, if thou doet love me, quick and say 
-^ Before I perish ; for I fnin would hear 
The Bweet avowal that would take away 
That sting of death which now I scarce can bear. 

If thon dost lore me, not because, perchance, 
I once seemed noble, or a look was fair — 

This world is but the glitter of a dance, 
And I am peevish, worn out with its wear. 

But late all sound and sight did flaunt and flare^ 
Now both are vanished with the flitting scene, 

And throu^ the shatters broad daylight doth stare 
Upon the wreck of riot that hath been. 

Who is there that would hiss a sallow cheek, 

Or care to look upon a deadened eye ? 
Yet, if thon still doat love me, quick and speak ! 

That with the sweet avowal I may die. 

WEKTWOOn, 
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HORACE, ODE XII. a. 



TOTE reigns aupreme in heaven above, 
" His mighty power the thunders prove : 

Such vras our fathers' creed. 
And shall Augustus' name be less, 
Whose power the empire's bonndfi confeeB, 

Enlarged by Celt and If ede ? 

Soldinr of Crassua' hapleee band, 
Ah, can it be the victor's land 

Holds yon in wedded thrall ? 
Base husband of a hated spouse, 
Does foreign sire exact thy vows ? 

To arms obey'st his call ? 

Woe for the senate's deep disgrace, 
And banished 'Virtne's upturned place ! 

Woe for our country's shame ! 
Apulia's sons to Farthians yield ; 
Scorned are omr name and sacred shield 

And Vesta's comrtant flame. 



,.1. Google 



HOKACZ, ODE III. 

Smell depth of woe foresaw and feared 
Of old tour nobleet chief revered, 

When &OIU the servile peace 
Bravely his solitary voice 
Spoke stem dissent, lest foes rejoice. 

And Borne should e'er decrease. 

Had not the captive youth remained 

To wash our country's honour stained, 

Unwept and far from home. 
Our sons their fathers' shame had rued, 
And cursed the men who spared their blood 

To purge insulted Bome. 

" Ah, monmfiil eight ! I saw," he said, 
" The banners, oft our ranks had led. 

Adorn Phoenician shrines ; 
Fixed to the walls of Punic Oods, 
The falchion gleams, the helmet nods, 

The Roman trophy shines. 

" These arms I saw our soldiers yield, 
I saw on bloodless battle field 

Base heads of cravens bound. 
Here gatds unbarred our shame attest, 
Thwe lands, by Roman power opprest 

Ifew lords, new crops have found. 
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nOBACE, ODE ni. 

" Forsooth, redeemed by sordid gold. 
With breast of ateel and courage bold. 

The soldier shall return ; 
Lost hues of wool are found no more, 
No arts, no borrowed tints restore ; 

Be wise ; from Nature learn. 

" Thus &llen and baniBhed Virtue's throne, 
No lord of baser birth shall own : 

Tou add but loss to sin ; 
If ever doe, released with life 
From hunter's toils, shall court the strife, 

Hope then fair &me to win. 

" Hope then that he the foe shall bruise. 
Whose Punic Mth too late he rues, 

That faith his heart could trust ; 
Or he whose arms have felt the chain, 
Who, cowed by death, obeys their rein, 

And abject licks the dust." 

Thus, recking not the &tal cost 
(So life secured were honour lost). 

With war he scattered peace ; 
" shameful fall of vanquished Bome ! 
Syrsa's proud exalted dome, 

Whose height our woes increase ! " 
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HOKICE, ODK ni. 

Then at Mb eide tbe hero Bhuns 
His modest vife, his cUngisg lonB, 

Ab if the bonds he felt : 
Stem on the ground he fixed his gaze ; 
Ho tender words that brov can nuse, 

No tears that breast can melt. 

Like prop of stone to tottering fort, 
In him the Senate found support, 

Where all had &iled its need. 
Tbe fortress stands, the walls remain ; 
Amid his Mends, a sorrowing train. 

Behold the exile speed ! 

On Mends, on home, he turned his back, 
Though tortures of the foreign rack 

Pull clearly met his view. 
With step unmoved and dauntless brow 
He strove to reach the fstid prow. 

And burst his kinsmen throngh. 

N^or more availed the people's prayer 
Than if some patron should repair, 

Far frion forendo stiife, 
And, &r from hungry ollente' need, 
Seek &dr Tensfria's pleasaat mead 

Or Taraa' nistio life. 
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TEMPEST-TOSSED. 



A N iron ave-band, pitileee and cold, 
■^ The belt of black rocka feco the Tandermg waves 
That BToll aiLd heave in voicelesa travailing, 
Till break their wild hearta with a human cry 
From hnman hearta that ^reak but cannot die. 

Break, beantifol ! thy eoul ia blent with mine I 

Breaking, undying, lo ! my rasUeBa heart 

Is strewn with wreoka, and swoUb with broken speech 

That inarticulate etrivea to tell, sea. 

What wordleae aoirow is on tliee and me ! 

Blend, beantifal ! t^y mournful soul with mine ! 
A desperate sympathy goes fbrth to tliee 
That thou wilt ne'er see heaven, and that I 
Hay share thy curse, nor reach where tliere shall be 
Ko more of sorrow and no more of sea ! 

VOL. m. H 2 
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The clouds have hid the sun ! on thee and me 
While it ia day our life's sun hath gone down; 
And thoughta ruah forth to wreck, as that lone ship 
Whose white sail sinks in yon cloud-gloom of hell. 
And waves to land and life a wild farewell ! 



Dktos. 



MORTHOE. 
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THE BALLAD OP 
THE SWAN-NECKED MAID. 



mHE Abbot of Waltham, he bowed hie head, 
-^ He wept and he sighed, and he wept (^ain, 

When he heard that the good king Harold was d 
By the Horman invaders cruelly slain. 

Asgod and Ailrick, two monks, he sent 
To> eearch for the corpse on the bloody plain : 

Sadly and dowly forth they went, 
Sadly and dowly they came again. 

"Father," they eaid, " woe worth the day! 

The flower of men is basely slain, 
The Norman holds oui laud at bay. 

And Saxon blood doth drench the plain. 

" Our knights are hung oa the gibbet tree, 

Our homea defiled by Norman curs ; 
I saw a Norman of tow degree. 

Bide by us clanging golden spurs. 
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142 THE BALLID OF 

" Woe worth the hlod that tills the mil ! 

"Woo worth each sacred right diTine ! 
They will not qiare to seek Ibr spoil, 

At onr moat holy abbey shrine. 

" Now know we what that evil star, 
WiUi &eTj tail, last year, foretold ; 

That shed its baneful light afar, 

Now red as blood, now bright as gold. 



" This day its tale lolMed hath seen— 

Its bloody tale of fear and dread ; 
To-day we have to Hastings been. 

And sought the king amongst the dead. 



" We searched to tiie left, and we searched to the right, 
We turned us round, and we searched again ; 

From early mom till the gloom of night, 
We found not the king amongst. the slain." 



Thus epakc the monks. The Abbot's air 
Was that of sacred sorrow then. 

Whilome he stood in mute despair, 

Then spake as thus to those holy men : — 
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THE IWAN-KECEED UAUt. 

" At Grenfield, &t in the wild twnntree, 
Out in the wood and the foreat shade, 

Dwelleth a maiden of low degree, 
Edith the lorely, t^ swan-necked maid. 



' ' Edith, the swan-necked, named in song ; 

They name her thus for her graced mien : 
Woman is weak, but her love is strong, 

And Harold he loved her well, I ween. 



" He loved her well in her lowly lot, 
He kissed her brow, and her lips so red ; 

He won her, and left her, and soon forgot : 
Han iB bat fickle. Seven years have fed. 



" From the green wood in the wild oountree, 
Edith the lovely I bid thee bring : 

Hasten, my brothers, to where she be : 

Woman ie constant ; she will know the king. 



" Then we will bear him, with ehrood and bier, 
With shrohd and bier, and the bell shall toll : 

We'll bury him duly witti mass and tear, 
And prayers shall be said fbr the dead man's sc 
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THE BALLAD OF 



Through the long n^ht, and over the lea, 
Asgod and Ailrick they walked and they prayed, 

And then they came to the wild eountree, 
The home of Edith, the swan-necked moid. 



They came to the door, and they thrilled on the pin :- 
" Waken," they eaid, " for the Mi^ is dead; 

Waken, we pray thee, and let us within, 
Edith the loving, the swan -necked maid. 



" The naughty bastard, from over the Bca, 
Hath won the battle, and now doth reign : 

We cannot find the king's bodye, 
Amid the dead on the bloody plain. 



" Haste thee to Hastings, to find the king, 
Thott knowest him weU; he is fair to see ; 

Thence to the abbey we will him bring. 
And pray for hie soul with a litany." 

£dith the lovely, the Bwan-necked maid. 
She rose &om her couch, and she thrilled oi 

And never a sorrowfiil word she said, 

But ehc wept as she let the two monks In. 
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S -NECKED UAIII. 



She followed them out with her naked feet, 
And she heard them mutter a Latin prayer : 

But the wind made melody low and sweet, 
And toyed with the wealth of her golden hair. 



The morning star grew dim in the sky, 
The morning star with its rosy light; 

And the sun had begun his couise on high, 
When the field of Hastings came into nght. 



A mist arose from the hlood-red ground, 

A thin whif« mist from a field of red ; 
A thousand ravens were swooping around. 

And cawed aa they battened themselTeB on the dead. 



Ah ! luckless dead, full many there lay : 
Fray, ChristianB, pray for each valiant soul ! 

For many a widow, I wot, that day 

"Was heavy at heart with her grief and dole. 



Edith the lovely, the swan-necked maid, 
Wit^L naked feet in the blood-red dew. 

Trod over the silent heaps of dead ; 

She saw not the one whose form' she knew. 



.y Google 



THE B&LLAII OP 



She Bearcbed to the left, ehe searched to the i^t, 
Sbe turned her round, and she searched agiun : 

But gorged raveuB darkened her sig^t, 
BayeaB that fed on the mighty Blain. 



She Boi^t that day till the siin went down. 
And the twilight colonr of amethyst 

Grew into the sober tints of brown, 
And there rose firom the fields a dismal mist. 



Suddenly broke on the dnsky night 
A shrilling cry from her woman's breast, 

And the last ray of the orb6d light 
Sank stffitled into the gloomy west. 



Edith the lovely, the swan-necked maid, 
Has found the king '^d the lowly dead ; 

And never b. Borrowfol word she said, 
But she kissed his brow and his lips so red. 



Sbe kissed his lips, she kissed his eyes, 
And threw her arms his neck around ; 

Asgod and Ailrlck they saw with sighs, 
She kissed the place of his bloody wound. 
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THE BWAN-NEGEED UAIII. 



She found, and she kissed them agadn and again. 
Three tiny marks on his shoulder fair; 

These she had made in the wild champaign, 
In her amorous joy she had made them there. 



The monks they gathered boughs from the tree. 
And held them, placing the king above ; ' 

Then bore him with holy solemnity, 
And Bdith she followed her fblse true-love. 



She chanted the litany loud and clear, 

With her childish voice, in the chill night a 

The monks ihey slowly carried the bier. 
And piously muttered a Latin prayer. 
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TO THE POEGET-ME-NOT. 



QWEOT simple flower, brigtit type of Mendship true, 

^ That by the gently-winduig river's brink, 

Where human footsteps in the mire would sink, 

Belight'st to raise thy taper spires so blue ; 

I loTe thy soft cterulean tendemeee, 

Which, tinted with unchanging brilliancy, 

Is emblem meet of purest constancy 

Ever iacreaung, never growing less ; 

Though transiently hid by scandal's storm. 

I love thee also for thy yellow eye, 

For no true love is free from jealousy, 

Or should'be free, and for thy starry form 

ITp-pointing wlently to heaven above, 

For heaven is but eternity of love. 

Tsis. Coll. Cantab. N. B. 
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GAZING OUT TO SEA. 



son hia bright effulgence 
Veils beneath the western main, ■ 
Leaving an unfgiling earnest 

That he soon may rise again, — 
Bands and streets of blood-red glory, 

Moating clouds of golden hue, ■ 
On a sky of pale canary. 
Shading into green and blue. 

Oh, how aweet it is to linger. 
Gazing out to sea ! 

"When Luna lifts her shining ladder 

TTp to heaven's bright golden door, 
From where the full tide's gentle kisses 

Leave the shiftily; shingled shore ; 
As of yore that one descended. 

Up and down which Angela glide 
Unto Bethel's stony pillow, 

S'^ to Holy Jacob's side, 

Oh, how sweet it Is to linger, 
Gazing ont to sea ! 
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When the eky is black and gloomy, 

Thickly set with darksome cloud. 
Which the tempest drires before it, 

BoBring, whistling, shrill and loud ; 
And the waves come ewelUng, curling, 

Breaking over lock or bar, 
With an awful noise like thunder 

Sonnding miles on miles afar, 

(Ml, how grand it is to linger, 
(Hzing out to sea ! 



When with anxious heart expectant 

For a husband, son, or brother, 
On his way &om foreign climes. 

Or an ardent yonthfol lover, 
Be he soldier, aye, or sailor. 

From his duty home returning. 
Or from health or pleasure seeking, 

For his home and kindred yearning, 

Oh, how Bveei it is to linger. 
Gazing out to sea ! 



If the air be light and balmy. 
Just enough his sails to swell, 

Settled in a byouring quarter. 
For hope whispers all is well ; 
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OA2IN0 OUT TO SBA. 161 

Bnt, if adverse galea are blowing, 

And the eea-mewB shriek and cry, 

If the clooda eroimd hang loVring, 

And the waves are running high, 

Ob, how sad, yet sweet to linger, 
Qazing out to sea ! 

TxiK. Coll. Cantab. N. 6. 
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TEE SPECTRE OF EI8ENSTEIN. 



AT, how name ye yonder ruined castle, 

Tow'ring o'er the sUver maze of Khine f " 
Waste it lies — yet oft have mirth and waBsail 
Sported in its halls o'er costly wine. 

Fearful is the tale, 

Oft hath it made pale 
Blooming eheeka as rosy e'en aa thine ; — 



" Once a chief within this ancient tower 

(Rudolph was he hight) did hold his state ; 
Here in pride of birth and wealth and power 
Sought he to h'tngnlf a princely mate ; 
With a gallant train 
Spurred he forth amain ; 
Proudly rode they through the arched gate. 



,.1. Google 



THE CASTLE OF BI8BH3TEIH. 

" Fair wae young Eattiua, softly blushing 

Ab the glow of dawn upon the aky ; 

Uneic ever &om her lips was gnshing, 

Tender rose her lily cheek did dye. 

And, intent to snare, 

Iiove lay basking there 

'Keath the fringes of her deep blue eye. 

" She, of budding Peace the gentle daughter, 

How could ahe e'er love him, War's stem eon 
Yet unto his tow'r he proudly brought her, 
Lightly wooed, alas! and lightly won. 
Woe to fickle love. 
Sent not from above ! 
Soon, too soon, its erring course is run ! 

" For a time, her angel preBeuce beaming 

E'en the dungeon of his heart made bright. 
As the sun, through ruined ramparts gleaming. 
Clothes the gloomy walls with golden li^t ; 
But the brighter day 
Swiftly passed away. 
Swallowed up in black and utter night. 

" Blooms the rose upon the icy mountain ? 

Coos the doTe within the eagle's nest?, 
Soon, too soon is frozen bve's warm fountain, 

Poured in run against a m^ed breast ; 

TOI-m. B 
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I THE CABTLE OF BIBUIgTBIH. 

Ok ! were tlus bat all ! 

Doth my tale appal ? 

Let me gatlier voice, and tell the rest. 

" O'er his darkened mind came slovly creejnng 

Jealona hate, the cursed child of hell, 
Bomiiig stm in waking and in sleeping 

'Gainst his bride, whom once he loved so wqU; 
Doubt on doubt did roll, 
Till his tortured soul 
Qoaded bi-m to purpose fierce and fell. 

"Darkest night the ancient tow'rs had shrouded, 

.Dark as that fierce chieftaia's gloomy soul ; 

All was stUl, save from the sky o'erclouded 

Broke at times tlie thunder's crashing roll ; 

Lightnings burled their glare 

Through the murky air, 

Slowly knelled the midnight's solemn toU. 

"Whence that shriek that echoes thiaogh the castle, 

Fealing wild arooud, above, below ? 
Is it bat the rerel-cry of wassail 
, Which its sound a&r through night doth tlm>v ? 
Is yon tricklii^ line 
But the blood-red wine 
Which &«n out the banquet-hall doth flow ? 
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THE CASTLE OF EIBBHSTEIN. 15j 

" Horror, horror ! on the floor extended 

Lies, a corse, that young and lovely wife ; 

Gapes her bosom with the wound that ended 

With one friendly stroke her wretched life ; 

Rigid, ghastly white, 

O'er her stands the knight, 

Straining in his grasp the reeking knife. 

" !From that scene of blood he swiftly hurried. 
Striving now to cloak the deed with guile ; 
'Neath a ecnlptured marble is she buried, 
O'er her now the clammy clay they pile ; 
But the stained floor. 
Ever fresh with gore, 
Uocked his guilty haste and fruitless toil. 

" In his banquet-hall was Budolph seated, 

Sternly musing as he sat alone ; 
Wildly by the rattling casements £eeted 
Rushing storm-blaste with unearthly moan ; 
When a sadden fear, 
As of horror near. 
Thrilled in shndd'ring through each nerve and bone 

" Then the brands that on the hearth were glowing 

Sudden cast a blue and lurid glare, 
Fitful gleams amid the darkness throwing, 

While, without, the lightnings fired the air, 
VOL. m. N 2 
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I TUB CASTLE OF KlHKKHTElir. 

And the portraita all 
Hung around the ball. 
Half revealed, on him did grimly stare. 

" Dead and chilly waxed the air around him, 

Vainly struggled be himself to free, 

Vainl; atrove to burst the spell that boond him ; 

Like a statne still and pale sat« he ; 

'Oau his hair uprise. 

And he closed his eyes, 

Feeling present what he durst not see ! 

<■ fiat his straining eyelids part asunder, 

Vainly shunning visions of afiHght ; 

Louder the storm, and nearer crashed the thunder, 

As the phantom grew beneath his sight. 

Soon his eye might trace 

Woman's form and face, 

Livid bine, and grim with ghastly light. 

" Slow to view each well-remembered feature 
Shapes itself — 'tis She — his murdered wife ! 
Lovely still, as ere her gentle nature 
'Neath his will lay crushed, too weak for strife : 
O'er her breast of snow 
Still the blood doth flow 
From the wound whence fled hei gentle life. 
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THE CASTLE OF EISENSTEIH. 1 

" LoTely HtUl ; but through his life-blood thrilling, 

From her eye a glassy light did stream, 

Ae the moon, with lustre pale and ehilling. 

On a &ozen lake doth cast its beam ; 



f wan was she, 
Plainly might he see 
Through her shadowy form the taper's gleam. 

"Anguished horror bureta the apelk that bind him. 

From the hall he flies aghast and pale; 
But the ghostly shadow hard behind him 

Follows still — swift flight may nought avail ! 
Wild unearthly cries 
Bound the tower arise. 
Fiendish laughter swells upon the gale. 

" On his downy couch so richly moulded 

Falls he now, but seeks in vain for rest ! 
In her cold embrace his form she folded, 

And with damp white lips his cheek she prest. 
On his burning head 
Hot as molten lead 
Drops the dark blood from her riven breast. 

" Up he springs, and to the rampart rashes, 
Frenzy through his reeling brain doth thrill ; 

From his foaming lips a wild shriek gushes. 
Echoed wildly ttom the fir-clad hill; 
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THE CASTLE OF EIBENSTEUT. 

From the topmoat atone 
Madly leai« he down — 
Sounds one aullen plunge— then all ie etitl. 

Kerer from that hour batb foot of mortal 
Wandered 'neath that dreary castle wall ; 
dll the gore-stream trickles from Uie portal, 
Still the Bhriekiiigs peal from out the hall, 

Nor by night nor day 

Can the curse decay 
TTntil Time shall end, and Nature fall !" 

en's Coll., Oson. Diog 
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THE COrrAHE BY THE HIGH-ROAD. 



A= 



MAID at eve was knitting 
cottage door : 
Above the lights were Sitting 
Through a sycamore. 
Olancing in the distance with an anxious eye, 
Where white amid the woodlande wound the highway by, 
Climbing up the uplands till it met tbe sky, 
"The night is near," she irbispered, " sure his step is n^h." 
Then aroee a sighing 

In the sycamore, 
And the wind replying 

Whispered, "Nevermore." 
Beside the maid a lily 

By its sister hung, 
In the air so atilly 

Then it bowed and swung. 
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Ah the wind, returning 

From tbe western skies 
Where long red lights were burning, 

Shook the smnmer flies ; 
Then began a-sigbing 

In the sycamore. 
And to the maid replying 

Whispered, ' NeTcr-more,' 
And her features saddened slowly tiU the tears ran o'er. 

When lights had ceased from flitting 

Through the sycamore 
The maiden left off knitting 
By the cottage door. 
She took one gaze all wistfiil with a silent eye. 
Where climbing np the woodland wound the high-road by, 
White against the twilight as it met the sky, 
Until her heart grew heaTy and she heaved a s^h. 
And she whispered slowly, "Would his step were nigh!" 
And, "I can wait no longer, ere midnight I die." 
Then she snapped the lily 

With its silver stalk, 
As they bung so stilly 

O'er the gravel walk ; 
And throu^ the door she entered, 

Closed it &om behind. 
Then pausing turned and lingered, 
Afl she oanght the wind 
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Begin again a-aighing 

Through the sycamore, 
And the leaves replying 
.Whisper, 'Never-more!' 
Then she shivered, backward leaning pale against the door. 

She mounted up the staircase, 

Laid her down to rest, 
And placed the lilies crossways 
On her troubled breast. 
Gazing through the casement with a weary eye. 
Where white against the moonlight wound the high-road by, 
Climbing up the woodlajids till it met the aky. 
She said, " Hia step I hear not," and she heaved a sigh, 
"But Death, I hear him coming," and, "Ere mom I die!" 
Through the lattice, branch- o'ershaded. 

Streamed the harvest m6ou 
Down upon her as she faded 

Skiwly in a swoon. 
Then rose a breezy sighing 

In the sycamore, 
And the wind replying 

Whispered, " NeVer-more," 
And she murmured, dying, 
"Dreary life ia o'er," 
But the moon with lifted eyelash watched her as before, 
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Qe galloped on with Blackened rein. 
He reached the hill-top, down ag^ 
Amid the voodlandB to the plain : 

He rode in haste, and it was late ; 
The summer night was at its noon. 
His &ce looked flushed against the moon 
As o'er his boTse he bent ; 

But when be reached the garden gate 
He almost fell int« a swoon. 

And pale, dismounting, backward leant. 

The night was heaTy, hot and close, 
And slumbered in a dead repose : 
A silent horror in biin &oze. 

With five long strides he reached the door. 
Above arose a breezy sigh 
Between Hie cottage and the sky. 
His heart within bim leapt ; 

The wind was in the Hycamore : 
Two broken lily-stalks shook by ; 

He raised the latcb, and in he stept. 
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The cry of Death was in his ears ; 
Like one who fleee io lone nightmarea 
He hurried headlong down the st^is, 

And fiercely fumbled for the latch : 
The door swung wide — In streamed the moon- 
Ihe night was waning from its noon. 
He reached the garden gate : 

The sycamore trailed o'er the thatch : 
He strode his horse and spurred Tiim on. 

And muttered to himself, ' Too late !' 

Within his ears a rushing roar : 

He never rode ao fast before : 

He gained the brownlands of the moor, 

Then from the high-road tamed aside : 
The sweat along his steed ran down : 
The wind went from them with a moan, 
They dipped into a hollow. 

The bog gave way on dther side, 
The horse sank under, 'neath the moon — 
Hie rider like a dream did foUow. 
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